
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



) 




^^/^O/TC^^ ^>^.t/u?^Y/4 



'^//'i.^^^ny. 




\ 



yj >^IJ^^ 



TALES OF THE CYMET; 



NOTES 



ILLUSTRATIVE AND EXPLANATORY. 



BY JAMES MOTLEY. 



LONDON : 

LONGMANS, PATERNOSTER ROW; AND HUGHES, 
ST. MARTIN-LE-GRAND ; 

BREWSTER, CAMBRIAN OFFICE, SWANSEA ; 

AND 

THOMAS, LLANELLY. 
1848. 



/fr.---s'. 



^ . f 



JOHN THOMAS, PRDITER, WATER-STREET, LLANELLT. 



PREFACE. 



It is with feelings of no little diffidence that the 
author has ventured upon the publication of the fol- 
lowing pages ; for he cannot but be sensible of his 
many and serious disqualifications for the task, of 
which the greatest is his very superficial knowledge of 
the language of the people, whose traditions he has 
undertaken to illustrate; and indeed he could not have 
dared to form such a plan upon a calm consideration of 
his own fitness for its execution. It may, therefore, be 
necessary to state, that no such design was ever enter- 
tained: the poems have been written from time to 
time, simply for the author's own amusement ; and it 
was not until the accumulated foolscap, like the fearful 
creation of Frankenstein, seemed to call aloud for life, 
that the task of compiling notes, and preparing for the 
press, was undertaken. 

For the faults of the poetical part of the volume no 
apology is attempted; nor is it intended to take ad- 
vantage of the subterfuge of hurried publication, so 
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little complimentary to the discernment of the reader; 
the author pleads guilty of having bestowed upon it 
much of the "limse labor" recommended by Horace; 
and such as it is, it must of course be judged by its 
own merits: but towards the notes it is hoped that 
some little indulgence will be exercised. No origin- 
ality is for a moment claimed, they are avowedly 
compiled from such sources as were readily accessible, 
in a country where libraries are few and far between ; 
the translations were at first absolute grammar and 
dictionary work, hunted out word by word, and as such 
were necessarily faulty and imperfect; but having been 
since overlooked by an experienced Welsh scholar, as 
well as compared with English versions, wherever 
such could be obtained, it is hoped that they will be 
found tolerably correct. 

The author has not, to the best of his knowledge, 
made use of any quotation, without a reference to the 
original, and from these it will be found how great are 
his obligations to others. 

With these explanations the writer must now leave 
his literary character to the judgment of his readers. 

Abercrave, Breconshire, 
Oct. 20, 184&. 
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CWN ANNWN. 

I. 

On a grey hill, that in the twilight fading 

Melted to mist, methought I wandered lone. 
And elouds of sadness my dim fancies shading 

On mj vague thoughts dark hues of grief had thrown : 
And as in pensive mood I wandering trod 

On a green cairn with wild thjme l^roidered, 
I thought of him who slept beneath that sod. 

His name, his deeds, as his cold ashes, dead. 
Where is the harp, tq whose wild notes of old 

Bosoms throbbed high that long have ceased to glow? 
Should e'en the stray breeze sweep its chords of gold. 

Strange music from those strings perchancemight flow 
And tell us wondrous tales of him who sleeps below. 
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n. 

Alas ! 'tis silent ally — ^7et, as I spoke. 

On the calm wind a wailing cadence crept, 
Sadly jet soothing on my ear it broke, 

In a blest music-dream perchance I slept. 
Then like a quiet wind approaching still, 

Near and more near along the whispering dell. 
Like the soft babblings of a summer rill. 

That on the midnight zephyrs fail and swell; 
Through that wild music louder murmuring 

Game gliding voices scarce of earthly tone, 
That seemed in quaint and ancient speech to sing 

Dark legendary tales of days long flown, 
When the fierce Briton trod these brown hills all his own. 

m. 

The warm sun's farewell smile of rainbow light 
Gilded the fern upon Morgeila's height, (i) 
And as his parting glances fading died 
In lessening splendours on the dark hill's side, 
For every charm that 'neath his waning beam. 
Melted to night, a brighter seemed to gleam . 
In the still light the silver moonbeams shed 
In floods of radiance on the mountain's head. 
Yet far away, on one tall western hill 
The slowly parting sunshine lingers still, 
As if to mingle with its gaudy light 
The milder glories of the queen of night, 
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Who, cold, and pale, and passionless, looks down 
^ On all his gay glance decks in smile or frown: 
So clouds and sunny smflea that ceaseless fly 
O'er the changed brow, and sparkle in the eye, 
When life's last hour of twilight ebbs away, 
And deepens fast the night of dark decay. 
Stiffen to that cold, steady, soulless gaze, 
That while it fascinates, yet more dismays. 

IV. 

At such an hour, beneath the deepening shade. 
Why wanders all alone yon lovely maid, 
Why flies she o'er the heath like mountain wind, 
While her blue eyes glance anxiously behind, 
And for the lighter weapons of the chase 
Why do the shafts of war her quiver grace ? 
The chilling night-wind never wont to blow 
Upon that unprotected breast of snow, 
Or wanton with the clusters of bright hair 
That, stirred by every gust, cling fondly there; 
Sure she were fitter far, in love's still bower 
To dream away soft twilight's witching hour, 
Than thus in danger, loneliness, and dread. 
That solitary trackless path to tread; 
Those hands to love's electric touch should thrill. 
Too fair to tempt the warrior's fatal skill; 
And oh ! those eyes were fitter far to flash 
Love's warm fond light from their long silken lash*. 
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Than thus to search with strained mid eager gaze 
The ever-changing wreaths of moonlit hdze. 



But, bark ! what voice of terror sounds, to chide 
The awakening echoes of the mountain side ? 
Was it the wild wolf's short and sullen howl,(2) 
That leaves his den, beneath the moon to prowl ? 
Yet, hark ! again it sounds; oh, can it be, 
It is the Norman bandog ;(3) maiden, flee. 
Alas^ that step, so light that scai*ce the dew 
'Neath it^ quick pressure from the hairgrass flew 
Trembling to gems, had left upon the heath 
Track broad enough to guide that hound of death. 
Maiden, press on, perchance yoil rippling stream,(4) 
That babbling glitters in the young moonbeam, 
May yet be reached, — a thousand ripples flash, 
As down its rushy course her light feet dash* 
Follows in eager haste the dark dun hound. 
His ears low trailing isweep the tainted ground, 
And to his short low bark of cruel joy^ 
The answering hills in mimic hunt reply: 
But seej upon the streamlet's ooay brink, 
Perplexed he stands^ and whines, and stoops to drink. 
Then, tracing back the path that late he trod, 
Searches in many a maze the sce&tless sod. 
Now with wide nostril snuffs the tell-tale wind; 
And now with ears ereeted looks behind; 
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He hears a tratnp, he knows hts master^s steed, 
Pressed to the fierj gallop's utmost speed, 
Arms faintly clash, a wild shout far away 
Cheers on the hot pursuit of that fair prey ; 
Sagacious bays aloud the answering hound, 
And his glad followers seek the well-known sound. 

VL 

Now dimly through the wreathing haze appear 
Glancing the flashes of the Norman spear, 
Then, their bright helmets glimmering as they wheel, 
Approach two mounted warriors cased in steel : 
With wistful whimpering and upturned eye 
He springs to meet them as they gallop by. 
The unwilling steeds obey the tightened rein. 
And snort and prance, and paw the turf in tain, 
With arched neck and steaming nostrils stand, 
Whilst their fierce riders search the streamlet's strand. 
Hark 1(5) from below the heron's croaking cry. 
See his broad pinion flouts the clear blue sky, 
Away, away, some human footsteps near. 
Has roused the fisher &om yon rushy mere ; 
Down down the glen they dash, swift as the wind, 
While turf, and sand, and shingle fljr behind. 
Now plunging, struggle in some deep morass. 
Now in quick gallop dint the velvet grass, 
Now down the stony channel stumbling ride, 
Where huge dark rocks arise on either pide. 
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And o'er their helmets wave a tangled wood/ 
Shrouding in pitchj gloom the infant flood. 

vn. 

At length, faint straggling through the opening 

boughs, 
The dancing moon a rocky pathway shews^ 
So narrow, scarce along its scanty verge 
The mountain cat her stealthy coarse can urge; 
To the steep cliff the matted ivy clung, 
And o'er the ledge its polished foliage flung. 
While sapling oak, and ash, and holly stand 
To stay the active climber's daring hand, 
And their gnarled roots, sore strained by many a 

storm, 
Lend their strong help the rugged path to form. 
Mark, mark, that eager bandog's gleaming eye, 
Dilated nostril, and exulting cry, 
Mark how he searches on the streamlet's edge, 
The bright green oozy moss, and tufts of sedge; 
Too surely on that strip of rushy ground 
Once more the hapless maiden's track is found; 
At fault again, ah no, one upward look, 
One spring, this path the hunted quarry took, 
He shakes his flews, his wide ears backward flings, 
While to his bay the echoing dingle rings. 
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VIII. ^ 

Was it the blast that whistled in the broom ? 
Or swept the night-owl past them through the gloom? 
Why from the rugged path so sudden fell 
Headlong the bloodhound, with that deathly yell ? 
Ho to the chase ; in vain, that death-winged dart 
That cleft the air, is quivering in his heart. 
Again that rushing sound, with starting eye, 
Nostril wide spread, and neigh like trumpet-cry. 
One noble steed in torture-maddened bound 
With frantic plunges shakes the trampled ground, 
At every throe the life-floods faster pour. 
On the red turf he falls, to rise no more. 
Looks on his bleeding flank with glazing eyes. 
Stretches his fainting limbs, and quivering dies. 
So the long-rolling waves that meet the shore. 
Still as they break for ever, loudest roar. 
Fling their white foam-wreaths to the wondering sky. 
Then gently rippling, softly murmuring, die. 

IX. 

Gradual again the blushing morn had shed 
Its smile of sunshine on Morgeila's head; 
Again the sultry-winged sunbeams sleep . 
'Mongst the brown fern on Til-y-budr's steep,(6) 
Flash in new light on Garw's rushing flood,(7) 
And dance in every glade of Hengoed's wood,(8) 
Again the evening shadows lengthening fell 
On Melin Ddu's bright rill and wooded dell;(9) 
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But e'er the fading day forsook the west, 

Fair Gladys stood upon Penderw's breast,(iO) 

And Penllwyn-Gwent's deep vale before her lay,(n) 

Its whispering oaks yet blushing in the ray. 

Across the vale, upon the mountain's side 

A huge dark rift the trembling maid descried/i2) 

The liquid ruby beams, that slanting shone 

On its storm-beaten verge of rougb grey stone, 

By their sunsmiles of light seemed but to throw 

A deeper gloom upon the cbasm below ; 

Many a deep league beneath the trembling ground, 

When Hu Gadarn the wondrous dwarf had bound, 

(13. 14) 
The firm earth shuddered at the enchanter's spell, 
The strong oaks waved deep in the breezeless dell. 
The grey old rocks resistless whirlwinds tore, 
The affrighted sea forsook the heaving shore, 
And, 'midst a bellowing earthquake's mightiest throes 
At Penllwyn-Gwent tbe demon chief arose ;(1*) 
And still to awe-struck S¥ndns the rifted earth 
And shattered crags attest thie wondrous birth. 



Far in the winding chasm's deepest shade, 
Where never yet the cheerful sunlight strayed, 
The prophet Idris dwelt, a Druid old,(l6) 
Whose wondrous art could fearful converse hold 



CWN ANNWN. • 19 

With every shadowy form, that lingered still 

In midnight mists upon the stricken hilL 

Upon the mountain's breast he musing stood, 

Full in the sinking sunbeam's golden flood, 

And had you seen his smile, so proud, so kind, 

His snow-white locks by vervain wreath confined,(iV) 

The golden chain that glittered on his breast,(l8) 

His long grey flowing beard, and sacred vest, 

His tall gaunt form, with stafi^and out-stretched hand, 

That seemed upon the mountain's verge to stand 

Against the deep dark purple evening sky, 

In supernatural height and majesty; 

You might have deemed some chief of ancient days 

Had burst his monumental mound, to gaze 

Upon the land whose sword and sceptre long 

In life he swayed with steady arm and strong. 

XL . 

He marked the maiden haste to cross the dell, 
Ere on her path the lengthening shadows fell. 
Though scarcely now her failing strength could stay 
Her wearied footsteps on the dangerous way. 
But ere her tottering limbs could reach the brook. 
The mantling blood her fading cheek forsook. 
And paler than the moonbeam's rising ray, 
In a cold swoon upon the turf she lay. 




i 
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XII. 

When death, with that still smile that's all his own, 
Sits, strong usurper, on expression's throne, 
When hushed for ever is the heaving breath, 
We fear, yet linger still, to look on death. 
And scarce dare trust our faltering lips to say, 
How calmly beautiful is lifeless clay. 
But when his short and pitying visit stills 
For one short moment thoughts of all our ills, 
When the pale limbs of listless marble lay 
In living death, unsubject to decay, 
For that's the doom we dread, we cannot bear 
Our cherished forms should blend with earth and air, 
And e'en how wretched here soe'er our lot, 
We fear yet more — to die, and be forgot. 
When our hearts yet can hope that not for aye 
That calm and melancholy smile will stay. 
And that where death sits throned in languor now 
. Upon the pallid cheek and fixed brow, 
The beaming smile, the gentle frown shall range, 
More fondly charming as they faster change; 
Oh, then, when our dark thoughts of fear have fled. 
We feel the unearthly beauty of the dead, 
And almost dream that clay some grace shall lack. 
When we shall call its wandering tenant back. 

xm. 

Soon by the unconscious maid the old man stood. 
Bathed her pale temples with the crystal flood, 
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Chafed her cold hands, and from her forehead fair 

Flung back the tresses of her golden hair, 

And bade the evening breezes fresher blow 

On her still heaveless breast and soulless brow. 

From his dark sleep as joyous morning flies, 

And streaks with dim grey dawn the eastern skies, 

Then gradual every sleepy vapour's fringe 

With floods of saflron light begins to tinge, 

Along the heavens the growing glories spread, 

And the pale saffron blushes into red, 

Till o'er the misty mountains far away, 

Rises with broad red disk the lord of day. 

And the warm tints that Ik the eastern sky 

Far o'er the western ocean fading die. 

So o'er that pale cold cheek glad life's gay hue 

A momentary flush of crimson flew, 

Her bosom heaved, and from her white lips broke 

Faint words, you might have deemed a zephyr spoke 

Half words, half music, then a shadowy smile 

Played, scarcely, seen upon her lips awhile, 

Till with a sudden start and sigh of pain 

Her blue eyes opened ujwn life again. 

XIV. 

But when she, waking, saw that eye's keen glance, 
And that gaunt figure watching o'er her trance, 
As listening her heart's beat^ he bent so low 
That his white elf-loeks ahnost swept her brow, 
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She deemed that form some mountain spirit bore, 
And scarcely hoped her ghastly dreams were o'er. 
'' Fear not, my child, though now this hand is old, 
And age has frozen with his fingers cold 
Each pulse, that once was wont at others' pain 
With quickening sympathy to throb again. 
Think not my heart as withered as this form. 
Blighted by blasting time and grief's wild storm; 
So long an exile from my fellow-men, 
I've lived in this wild solitary den, 
Man's face so fondly I have longed to see. 
E'en guilt's hard looks would pleasant seem to me: 
But thou, young, beauteous, tender as the leaf 
That shrinks from autumn's blast, and more, in grief, 
(Or scarcely durst thou seek the enchanter's cave,) 
Fear not, his aid in vain thou canst not crave. * 

XV. 

'< I had a daughter once, 'tis many a year 
Since these old eyes were moistened by a tear, 
And yet yon sunbeam, 'tis almost the last. 
Glistened not so, methinks, a moment past — 
I had a daughter once, as young, as fair, 
Just such her smile, and such her sunny hair, 
Her voice as soft, as bright her merry eye ; 
But she is dead long since, I watched her die, 
Saw the dim paleness o'er her thin face creep. 
Felt her weak grasp relax in that last sleep ; 
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I watched and wept above her wifh my son, 

For many an hour, he too has long been gone ; 

I did not weep for him, it were not well 

To weep for heroes, in the light he fell; 

I sought his corse upon the battle plain. 

And found him stretched where thickest lay the slain, 

His lip still curled defiance, his red hand 

Still strained in useless grasp the blood-gilt brand, 

And the broad ghastly wound upon his breast 

Was the fit passport to a warrior's rest: 

But that he was my last, and in my mind 

A desolate blank void had left behind, 

That with no other thought could be supplied, 

I had almost exulted when he died. 

XVI. 

"'Tis strange, that where the thought can bring but 

pain, 
"We love to measure o'er time's flight again, 
And memory, with a sad yet smiling air. 
Dreams o'er the days that almost brought despair. 
Tell me thy tale, and if the fearful skill 
That bends the mountain-spirits to my will 
Can aught avail, in vain thou shalt not seek 
To dry the tear upon that fading cheek: 
The soul that by its own experience knows 
Grief's pangs, still comforts best another's woes; 
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So the bewildered mariner, afar 
From well-known landmark, shrouded every star, 
His best, most faithful guide, the compass, lost. 
His strained and labouring vessel tempest tost, 
Heeds not upon what course the billows bear, 
Where all above is dark, around despair. 
But when the pilot, who can track his way 
Through the black midnight.o'er the wildering spray, 
The only man, whose calm experienced eye 
'Mongst the white surf the headland can descry. 
Grasps with firm hand the yet-obedient helm. 
No more dark fears his fainting spirits whelm, 
But A3 of old, his soul exults to roam. 
And cleave with flashing prow the opposing foam." 

XVII. 
" Druid, with fire and sword the Normans drove 
Our steps reluctant from the home we love. 
Not unavenged, for many a steel-clad breast 
Sleeps midst our blackened homes in endless rest. 
Three days are past, since streams of crimson light. 
And shouts, and tramping hoofs awoke the night. 
While purple crests that in the balefires glow. 
And flashing steel, proclaim the Norman foe; 
Black clouds of smoke the midnight ether veil. 
And 'midst the flames the sickening moon looks pale, 
While every blazing cot served but to shew 
The whelming numbers of the exulting foe; 
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In vain against outnumbering blades we stood^ 
In vain e'en woman stained her hands with blood, 
In vain my sires, my warrior brothers' gore 
Steeped the red turf before our cottage door, 
With blade that flashed like levin glance on higli 
The chieftain Madoc charged, e'en he must fly. 
And the last dying gleams of lurid light 
Guided our steps to far Tor Curig's height.(i9) 
In the wild wind around tliat summit stern. 
Rustling waves wide the tempest-blighted fern 
Stunted and brown, and scarce a blade beside 
Gems the bleak mountain's bald and barren side, 
But hard grey rocks by some strong earthquake rent 
To thousand splinters, strew the steep ascent; 
But on the topmost height, where Rome's red band 
Swept like a mighty whirlwind o'er the land, 
Through many a siege our sires their arms defied. 
And crimson stains deformed the grey hill's side. 
And there their earth-built fortress glows afar (20) 
'Mongst the brown mountains like an emerald star. 
For where war's heavy foot the turf has trod. 
And death's convulsive clutches tore the sod. 
Brightest the fresh green grass, and wild flowers wave 
Their fairy plumes o'er many a nameless grave. 

XVIII. 

" With Madoc for their chief, the undaunted band 
On that wild hill still keep their desperate stand; 
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I watched his eye, when broke the morning light, 
And its keen glance flashed eager for the flght; 
A second morn fresh sparkling rose, and still 
The leaguering foes besieged the fated hill, 
Hope beamed more dimly in those glances proud, 
But firm determination brightly glowed; 
Still his stern watch the Norman foe maintains, 
And night, and cold, and hunger froze our veins. 
What flashed in Madoc's darkening glance, despair 
Lit up by fierce revenge was beaming there; 
Oh, for some seer, he cried, with spirit-eye 
To pierce the mists of our dim destiny, 
Bid us rejoice in young hope's gladdening ray, 
Or lightning like flash our last hour away; 
What are some days of life, through whose dull length 
Slow creeping famine saps our failing strength. 
Insidious foe, at whose fell touch the brand 
Cumbers with growing weight the fainting hand, 
That steals from us with slow resistless power 
Eevenge, the last, best, dearest earthly dowcJir 
Of him who smiling dies, fears but to flee, 
Dying, but shares his foeman's destiny: 
What are a few short hours of life like this. 
Nay, what are days, months, years of rapturous bliss, 
To the stern joy that throbs in every vein, 
The joy that almost makes us long for pain. 
The joy that flashes in the kindling eye, 
Makes the quick pulses like hot lightning fly. 
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On our strained lip the half-formed war-shout dance, 

A joy too strange, too wild for utterance, 

When in the pride of strength and youth's fierce glow, 

In hope and hate the warrior meets his foe; 

Up to the fight and death, he drew his blade. 

My trembling hand upon his lip I laid; 

" Tempt not thy fate, for when 'neath day's last ray 

Yon purple mountains deepen into grey, 

ril pass that close-girt fence of spears and mail. 

And to old Idris bear our sorrow's tale. 

XIX. 

" He did not bid me stay, for well he knew 

The deeds of fear a British maid can do, 

One kiss upon my burning cheek he prifet, 

And fondly clasped me to his warrior breast; 

Druid ! it is a fearful thing to dare 

The wild wolf crouching hungry in his lair, 

Or launch the coracle upon the shore(2i) 

When 'mongst the rocks the angry surf- wreaths roar; 

But howling wolf, nor tempest-tortured foam 

Can match the spoilers of our mountain home: 

Yet in my path had Norman lances stood, 

Thicket than wave the leaves in this dark wood, 

Had every hand in idle ease that slept, 

As through their camp with stealthy haste I crept, 

Pointed against my life the gleaming sword, 

And every blade my tortured bosom gored ; 
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I would have dared it all, and more than this, 
For that one fond embrace, that burning kiss, 
Aje, earth and hell my spirit had defied, 
For that one glance of hope, and love and pride. 

XX. 

" If the dread powers by which our sires of yore 
Could make these mountains tremble to their core, 
And call black tempests to the calm blue heaven, 
Can yet to spells of later days be given. 
The Norman Chief 'neath Madoc's blade shall yield 
His streaming life-blood to the purple field, " 
From his wide vest a magic cup he drew,r22) 
And where the last red parting sunlight threw. 
Richest ij^ death, its glory smiling rays 
'Mongst the green leaves, he held it in the blaze ; 
Deep in its golden depths a jewel bright (23) 
Seemed drinking splendours from that flood of light. 
And e'er the waning sunbeams could expire 
The wondrous stone glowed, steeped in liquid fire, 
While on his upturned face and age-snowed head 
The mellow light a ruddy glory shed, 
One moment more, tis fled, and evening chill 
And silent, brooded o'er the darkening hill. 
Then Idris stooped upon the streamlet's brink. 
And filled the cup and bade the maiden drink. 
To her pale lips she raised the limpid draught. 
Yet paused e'er from the magic vase she quaffed, 
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Though icj cold the water o'er it flowed, 
With flickering rainbow light the jewel glowed, 
Now emerald flashes on their devious way 
Amid the dimpling crystal seemed to stray 
With mildly lustrous beam, now dazzling bright, 
Burst strange unearthly gleams of ruby light; 
As through her veins the soothing potion crept, 
O'er her dim eyes a veil of darkness swept, 
On the damp turf her toil-worn limbs were spread. 
Heavy and powerless drooped her languid head, 
And through her clustering locks her white neck shone 
As snow by starlight when the day is gone, 
With joints relaxed her round arm careless flowed. 
And the loose robe her gleaming shoulder shewed. 
With gentle sighs her heaving bosom played. 
And o'er her cheek the flush of slumber strayed. 
Through every line yet deeper languor crept. 
And ere the light was flown the maiden slept. 

XXL 

With sudden start she wakes, where is she now ? 
Is it the moon that shines upon her brow ? 
That strange unearthly lustre is not light, 
For that black cave is wrapt in gloomiest night; 
As the bright glowworm's gleaming lamp afar(24) 
Shines in the moss, a lightless, rayless star, 
Love's beacon light, that only bums to guide 
Her wandering lover to her widowed side. 
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Nor care3 to shine on flower, or grass, or stone, 
A watch-fire lit for him, and him alone. 
So with phosphoric light the damp air glowed, 
And the drear chasm yet more hideous showed, 
Unearthly voices through the darkness boom, 
And huge grey figures fiit athwart the gloom, 
She shuddering turned, and on the dewy stone 
Through a wide gap a faint light glimmering shone, 
'Gainst the clear heaven above the rustling trees 
Black and distinct waved in the gentle breeze. 
And twinkling through the leaves from the blue sky, 
A star looked down upon her smilingly; 
With a swift rush that made her cold blood creep. 
O'er her chilled limbs a light cloud seemed to sweep, 
And a dim form, in many an after dream 
Too well remembered, passed with spectre scream, 
Yet through the shape as o'er her head it swept, "^ 

Still on her brow the silver starlight slept. (25) 

XXII. 

Once more 'twas eve, for through a summer's day 
Wrapt in that deathly sleep the maiden lay. 
Once more the fresh green turf her glad feet prest. 
And the warm west wind played upon her breast, 
And with light step she climbed the mountain side. 
While Idris led the way with measured stride. 
On a huge knoll, that like some fragment vast 
Of a disjointed world to earth down cast, 
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Bulged from the hill's steep breast, at length they 

stood, 
While far below them slept the whispering wood, 
And the dread cave's dark jaws of rock were seen 
Black yawning midst the fern and hillocks green. 
O'er the calm sea, beneath the waning light 
England's fair hills fast faded from their sight, 
Then nearer fern-clad mountains, brown and dim. 
Loom in the deepening twilight huge and grim. 
Then towering Gaer, and huge Penderw's flank,(26) 
And the bluff purple crest of Mynydd Banc,(27) 
Where the last rays the kindling heather kist, 
]Melt from dark outline into viewless mist; 
And on the stern oaks in the vale below 
The dark grey deepening shadows blacker grow, 
Till, but that the calm wind with rustling still 
Crept through their boughs, and glimmering flashed 

the rill. 
From a blue twinkling star when some stray beam 
Glanced for an instant on its dimpled stream, 
You might have deemed, that from the hill's broad 

face 
'Twas but a step into black formless space. 

xxni. 

Now far away, above yon black hill's head 
A faint transparent dawn begins to spread, 
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Till all the eastern heaven gleams mildlj bright 

In the young moonbeam's soft and yellow light, 

Albeit not yet into the deep far sky 

Her broad disk rose in tranquil majesty 

O'er the dark hills, whose outlines black appear 

Traced on the silvery clouds so sharp and clear, 

On their stern brows the maid could deem she sees 

Tlie tall fern waving in the gentle breeze. 

And when at last emerging from her shroud, 

She gazed from long grey banks of filmy cloud. 

Which glimmering distant in the unearthly light 

Seemed e'en beyond imagination's flight; 

The untaught sage, who to the queen of heaven 

Poured his glad thanks, may surely be forgiven. 

XXIV. 

Beneath their feet the lightly quivering dew 

In her pale glance to rainbow diamonds grew. 

And all around the hairgrass' trembling stems 

Glittered, a priceless mine of fairy gems. 

On the dun wood beneath the cold smile played 

Chequered with dark green light and blackest shade, 

And in the vale's deep bosom the clear stream 

Flashed like bright steel beneath the glancing beam; 

Far far before them, many a mile away, 

Heaving in long calm swell the ocean lay. 

One wide dark mirror of reflected night. 

Save where a broad bright streak of rippling light 
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Lay dancing on the waves, and seemed to be 

A path of glory to some unknown sea; 

On every side huge crags, by some dread power 

Piled in gigantic chaos, darkly tower, 

Mountain o'er mountain, peak o'er peak, on high 

Rose wildly glimmering in the liquid sky, 

Light mist in broad white lakes the vallies fills, (28) 

Or hangs in shapeless masses on the hills. 

Or in vast tide, by some strange unseen force, 

Borne o'er the fading hills in guideless course, 

Slow curling wreaths of half transparent cloud. 

In vapoury veil the vanished mountains shroud. 

Leaving the gladdened stream to glitter bright, 

For one short moment in the smiled of night, 

XXV. 

Now, storms' first harbingers, swift meteors stream 
Through the clear sky with evanescent gleam, 
The threatening nightwinds louder howling sweep 
With moaning whispers through the heather deep. 
And the light fleecy clouds, that seemed to swim 
Li liquid light upon the horizon dim, 
Mustering to heavy clustered masses strew 
Their shapeless shadows o'er the welkin blue. 
Or in disjointed whirling wreaths are driven 
In fierce career across the lowering heaven : 
From her high throne the placid moon looks down, 
Now veiled by some dark vapour's dusky frown. 
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Whose silver fringe sets off the inky dye 

Of its black folds against the azure sky, 

Now her mild splendour beaming yet more mild 

Through light thin rack, that on the stormbreath wild 

Borne madly whirling on its airy way, 

In wandering atoms seem to melt away, 

So indistinct, no bound the eye can trace 

Between the white cloud and the azure space. 

As undefined the distant landscape ends, 

Where hazy air with misty ocean blends ; 

Now for a moment from the unsullied sky 

Beaming in calm, bright silent majesty, 

While in each gust impatient waves the fern, 

Scattering the dewdrops in its struggles stern, 

Or sweeps the hasty blast the sleeping rill. 

Ruffling the quiet pools, deep, dark, and still. 

XXVI. 

" Father, retreat," the maiden cried, " afar 
I know yon signs of elemental war, 
Hearest thou not the angry storm-gust rave ? 
Haste, let us shelter in yon wondrous cave. 
Though ere our steps can reach its refuge dread 
The storm will burst in fury o'er our head." 
" Peace, peace, my child, and mark that on this spot. 
This knoll alone, the dewdrop trembles not; 
The pelting torrents of that gathering storm, 
Not e'en this trembling harebell shall deform, 



CWN ANNWN. 35 

Those blasts, in which the gnaiTd oaks groaning cry 

Like tortured giants in their agony, 

Shall breath on us, as noonday zephyr weak, 

Nor raise one glossy ringlet from thy cheek; 

And though the thunder tear the bursting air, 

And lightning's blasting glance around us glare 

O'er the wild landscape like a blazing sea, 

Fear not, their destiny is not for thee." 

And as he spoke, fast o'er the darkening sky 

The billowy thunder clouds roU'd heavily. 

And faintly echoing through the deepening gloom 

Far distant muttering peals begin to boom. 

And light faint glimmerings on the stormclouds dun 

Proclaim the lightning carnival begun. 

XXVII. 

And now the furious blasts yet fiercer blew, 
And yet more madly yelling, wilder grew. 
And o'er the shrouded heaven in frantic race 
The huddling heavy thunder clouds they chase; 
The big cold rain comes hissing to the ground, 
And in the turf the dancing hailstorms bound. 
But o'er the tempest's awful voice they hear 
Echoing afar, loud screams of maddened fear. 
And as the maiden listening stood aghast, 
A long fierce howl was borne upon the blast. 
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XXVIII. 

When Idris heard the long-expected cry, 
With exultation flashed his sparkling eye, 
" Ha, ha, right well my trusty spirits know 
To wreak dire vengeance on their Cambrians foe. 
The quarry's raised, the hounds are on his trail.** 
And as he spoke, a thin mist filled the vale. 
And a broad vivid flash, that scorching came 
O'er their seared eyeballs like a liquid flame. 
For one short, fearful moment glanced, to shew 
A huge red hound upon the mountain's brow:(29) 
Then a faint cloud of pale unearthly light 
Came slowly stealing through the lowering night, 
And shewed the woods and black rocks frowning grim 
In faint dusk hues, all indistinct and dim 
Through the blue mist, from which in ceaseless flash 
With blinding glare the forked lightninga dash. 

XXIX. 

And now a ghastly form, in armour drest, 
With blood-besprinkled mail and cloven crest. 
And shattered shield and helm, and swordless sheath. 
And sobs of toil, and labouring panting breath, 
In furious haste dashed wildly down the dell. 
With terror-stricken looks and fearful yell. 
And on his brow the starting sweat-drops stood, 
'Mongst half-dried gouts of black and curdling blood ; 
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And as he went, all heedless of his way, 
Which *mongst huge stones and tangled bushes lay, 
All reckless where his fear-urged footsteps went, 
His glassy starting eyes behind were bent 
On his pursuers dread, that yelling came 
In close hot chase upon their ghastly game. 
Twelve blood-red hounds, whose tangled shaggy hides 
Hung loose upon their gaunt and bony sides 
Dripping with gore, *neath brows of thick dark hair 
Their small red angry eye-balls fiercely glare. 
And as they raised their demon heads on high, 
And the hills rang with their exulting cry. 
From their black jaws dark clouds of vapour flowed. 
And their huge fangs like heated iron glowed. 

XXX. 

Still on, on, on, in madly furious race 
Through the deep vale swept past the fearful chase. 
Bashed through the Ogmore's terror-stricken tide(30) 
And slowly toiled up steep Gaer's fern-clad side. 
Till o'er the distant mountain's brow at last. 
The gaunt hell-hounds and ghastly quarry past; 
Still by the fainter yells the maid could trace 
For many a mile the progress of the chaae. 
Till the hounds' howl of joy and victim's wails 
Were lost afar among the winding vales. 
" Idris," the trembling maiden shuddering said, 
" Yon are the hounds of hell, that hunt the dead." 
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" Yes, but my child, e'en by that dubious light 
Knowest not the fell C^n Annwn's game to-night?'* 
" 'Twas the dark chief of that fierce Norman horde 
Who broke our midnight dreams with fire and sword." 

XXXI. 

The first faint light of morning glimmering wide 
Rose in grey gleams upon Tor Curig's side, 
And the young joyous sun, with glowing breath 
Deepened to crimson all the purple heath. 
And the bright drops of dew his glittering rays 
Flashed scattering back in imitative blaze ; 
But the red mountain blushed with deeper hue 
Than the gay ruby light the sunshine threw, 
For on the trampled war-torn turf there stood, 
Many a dark pool of curdling Norman blood ; 
And brighter than the flashing dew drops, glance 
The scattered silver casque and broken lance. 
Though broad foul stains the dewy metal bore 
Of brown damp rust, and clots of blackening gore. 

XXXII. 

The loose rein ringing on his barded breast. 
The wild wind ruffling his unbraided crest, 
All masterless the warhorse calmly grazed. 
Save when his mailed head he listening raised, 
And gazed, till to his loud unanswered neigh 
The mountain echoes slowly died away. 
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And his strong trusty helm all rudely riven, 
The long keen arrow through his breastplate driven. 
His steel-clad limbs in that young joyous ray 
Cold, shining, there the Norman chieftain lay; 
His lance's broken truncheon tightly strained, 
The stiffened gauntlet's iron grasp retained. 
And from the battered visor dimly glare 
His glassy eyes in fierce but soulless stare, 
While the black beaten turf and miry steel, 
The earth-fixed spur that armed his outstretched heel, 
Told but too well with what convulsive strife 
His strong limbs wrestled for the ebbing life. 



NOTES TO OWN ANNWN. 



Stanza IIL Note 1. 

" Gilded the fern upon Morgeila's height" 

Morgeila is a name applied to a large tract of extremely wild 
and mountainous country, forming part of the parishes of XJan- 
gonoyd, Uangemon, and Uftndyfodwch, in the county of Gla- 
morgan, and which lies between the two scenes of the story. 

V. Note 2. 

** Was it the wild wolf's short and sullen howL" 

The reader will pardon the being reminded, that the wolf was 
abundant in Wales at the period of the story. 

V. Note 3. 

" It is the Norman bandog ; maiden flee." 

Whether truly or not, tradition reports that bloodhounds were 
employed against the Welsh, by their Norman, and subsequently 
by their English invaders. 
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V. Note 4. 

** Maiden, press on, perchance that rippling stream 
May yet be reached." 

Next to spilling blood upon the trail, which effectually destroyed 
the scent of the bloodhound, the best mefans of tlurowing him off 
the track was to follow for some distance the course of a stream, 
always carefully walking in the water, which of course could not 
retain any scent. 

VL Note 5. 
" Hark from below the heron's croaking cry," 

All who have lived in a neighbourhood where these birds 
abound, must remember the singular harsh croak with which they 
take wing when disturbed, especially at night. 

** A loud and harsh cry, often repeated, now informs you that 
the heron is on the wing. ♦ * * i suspect that the cry i» 
neyer uttered but when the bird is flying." 

Waterton*8 Essays on Natural History, p. ISS. 

IX. Note 6. 

** 'Mongst the brown fern cm Tyle-y-budr's steep." 

Tyle-y-budr " the terrible or difiicult ascent" is a name common 
to seyeral hills in Glamorganshire, among the rest to a steep 
wooded hill on the right bank of the Gaiw, a little to the left of 
the parish road leading from Bettws toUangonoyd. 

IX. Note 7. 

**^ Flashed in new light on GrarVs rushing flood." 

Garw, or " the rough," is the western of the two principal bran- 
dies orthe Ogmore. 
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IX. NOTB 8. 

"And danced in every glade of Hengoed's wood." 

Hengoed, or '* the old wood," is a very common name of places 
in Wales, that here alluded to is a lai^ oak wood in the Tale of 
the Garw, opposite to Tyle-y-budr, and extending up the valley 
for several miles.. 

IX. Note 9. 

** Melin ddu's bright rill and wooded delL" 

** Melin ddu, " the Black Mill," a small hamlet with a country 
inn, well known to those who fish the mountain streams, as well 
as to the frequenters of the foot, races on Mynydd-y-Gaer. 

IX. Note 10. 

" Fair Gladys stood upon Penderw's breast." 

Fenderw, "the hiU top of oaks," the wooded breast of the hill 
which faces the chasm of Penllwyngwent 

IX. Note 11. 

" Penllwyngwent's deep vale before her lay.'* 

Penllwyngwent, "the top or summit of the grove of wind," the 
name of the cave described below, as well as of the farm adjoining, 
in the parish of Uandyfbdwch. 

IX. Note 12. 

" A huge dark rift the trembling maid descried." 

This very singular cave, fcs it is universally called in the 
neighbourhckxl, though more properly it is only a chasm or rift 
in the mountain, is situated on the north eastern side of a small 
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valley, which pours its tributary stream to the Ogmore a little 
above Melin-ddu. It seems as if, by some mighty cunvulaioii of 
nature, the mountain forming one side of the dingle had been rent 
into two parts, and separated in some places to a distance of thirty 
or forty yards, in others to that of a few feet, leaving a gap of 
from fifty to seventy feet in depth ; the sides of this chasm so 
exactly tally, that it is difficult to believe that the mighty dis- 
ruption is not almost the work of yesterday, though the 
gnarled oaks and matted ivy that clothe the two frowning preci- 
pices are sufficient evidence what ages have elapsed since they 
were torn asunder. The wind sweeping along the valley is con- 
fined in this narrow chasm, and rushes upward with such force, 
as to render it almost impossible to throw any light body, as a 
hat or a handkerchief, from the top to the bottom. The writer 
has been at the spot on several occasions, and this phenomenon, 
which has probably given name to the place, was always exhibited 
by his simple guide, as an almost supernatural occurrence, though 
easily enough accounted for by the shape of the cavity. The 
ground around the chasm is deeply fissured and split, so that is 
highly unsafe to visit the spot except by day light, as these holes, 
reported to be unfathomable, are certainly deep enough to ensure 
the destruction of any one idling into them, and are almost con- 
cealed by the fern and herbage. In these crevices endless 
treasures, guarded by enchanted ravens, are reported to have 
been hidden in the troublous times of Julius CsBsar. Notwith- 
standing this danger, the writer, trusting to his knowledge of the 
ground, once ventured to visit Penllwyngwent by moonlight, 
when the roaring of the wind as it were in the bowels of the earth, 
the whispering of the oak wood below, and the clear moonlight 
on the grey rocks and dewy grass, made up a scene of desolate 
grandeur not easily forgotten, while two ravens, roused from 
their nest half way down the now dark abyss, by the unwonted 
sound of human footsteps, flew croaking in circles over their so- 
P 
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litary home, like the guardian spirits of the place. Concerning 
so remarkable a spot traditions and legends are of course num- 
berless^ and the' caution not to visit the place except by daylight, 
is almost unnecessary, as in all probability scarcely any reward 
would tempt one of the neighbouring rustics to be the traveller's 
guide to Ogof-y-Cigfrain, or "Ravens* Cave," after the hour of 
twilight On the whole, Penllwyngwent is weU worth a visit 
either from the tourist or geologist; and the collector of ancient 
legends will find an able and willing informant in an old weaver, 
who inhabits a small cottage, hidden a little below among the trees 
in the bottom of the glen, and whose wondrous tales have more 
than once delayed the writer among the mountains. 

IX. Note 13. 
" When Hu Gadam the wondrous dwarf had bound." 

Hu Gadam, or " Hu the Mighty," a mythological personage, 
who figures largely among the ancient IViads of the Island of 
Britain, or triplet verses of the Druids, and who, from the mys- 
terious and reverend manner in which he is spoken of by the 
bards, appears to have been, if not a super-^uman personage, at 
least a mighty leader and magician. There is no doubt ihat Hu 
was the principal deity worshipped by the bards or Druids. 

The following particulars are recorded of him : — 

1. ** He lived in the time of the flood, and 

2. With his oxen he performed some achievement, which pre- 
vented a repetition of the calamity. Triad 97. 

3. He first collected together, or carried the primitive race, and 

4. Formed them into communities or families. Triad 57. 

5. He first gave traditional laws for the regulation and govern- 
ment of society. Triad 92. 
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6. He was eminently distinguished for his regard to justice, 
equity, and peace. Triad 5. 

7. He conducted the seyeral ftunilies of the first race to their 
respective settlement in the various regions. Triad 4. 

6. But he had instructed this race in the art of husbandry, 
previous to their removal and separation." Triad 56. 

Davies' Afythology of the Ancient Druids, p,p , 106. 107. 

These peculiarities should seem to identify Hu with Noah; and 
conjointly with many other circumstances, to prove that Druidism 
was but one branch, or probably even the main stem of the far- 
extended Arkite worship. See " Harcourt's Doctrine of the De- 
luge ;" where this subject is treated very much at large. 

Hu Gadam is thus noticed in several of the Triads : — 
^ The three supporters of the constitution of the Island of 
Britain ; first Hu Gadam, who first led the Welsh people into 
the Island of Britain, and they came from Gwlad yr Haf (the 
land of sununer,) called Deffrobani, which is now Constantinople, 
over the sea of mist, (the German Ocean,) and to Llydaw. 
Second, Frydain Ab Aedd Mawr, who first formed a government 
and constitution in the Island of Britain. * * * Third, Dyfhwal 
Moelmud, who first put in order the laws and statutes, the rights 
and privileges of the people of the land. For these causes they 
were called The Three Supporters of the nation of the Cymry." 
Triad 4. 

^*The three mighty defenders of the Island of Britain: First, 
Hu Gadam, who brought the Welsh people into the Island of 
Britain, from Gwlad yr Haf, called Deffrobani; second, Frydain 
Ab Aedd Mawr, who set up the constitution and patriarchal 
government in the Island of Britain ; Third, Bhitta Gawr, the 
giant, who made himself a large doak of the beards of the kings 
whom he reduced to subjection, for their t3nranny and ravages." 
Triad 54. 
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*' The three first civilizers of the Welsh people : First, Hu 
Gadam, who first set up the system of justice in the open air, and 
a social constitution among the Cymij; Second, Dyfhwal Moel- 
mud, who first set up a system of law and the privileges and 
customs of the country and people; Third, Tydain, father of 
poetical skill, who put in order the rules of memory and history 
belonging to the art of Yocal music, and the things appertaining 
toit f * ♦ Triad 57. 

See Owen^s ** Cambrian Biography'* Davies's " Ceitic Re- 
searches^ and the " Myvyrian ArchmAogy!* 

Thus Hu Gadam seems to have been in fact a sort of Fantheos, 
and to have comprehended in his own person the attributes of 
all the gods whom the Greek theologians described as separate; 
for he may bo identified with almost all the deities of classical 
mythology : thus, as Jupiter he wielded the thunder; as Neptune 
he was the monarch of the waves ; as Bacchus he invented wine, 
and led his people through vast journeys in peaceful triumph ; as 
Mercury he invented and made known letters to man. How 
closely such parallels may be drawn, the following coincidences 
between Hu and Apollo will suffice to prove : — 

" Alcseus, in a hymn to Apollo, related how Jupiter adorned 
the new-bom god with a golden fillet and lyre, and sent him in a 
chariot drawn by swans to Delphi, in order to introduce justice 
and law amongst the Greeks; Apollo, however, ordered the swans 
first to fiy to the Hyperboreans. * • • According to the 
tradition of Delphi, Apollo, at the expiration of the great period, 
invited the beloved nation of the Hyperboreans, and danced and 
played with them, from the vernal equinox to the early setting of 
the Pleiades " 

MitUer's Dorians, Book 2, Chap, 4, § 2. 

A golden fillet and harp were the ornaments of Hu and of his 
priests, the Druids. All that we know of the Hyperboreans, is, 
that they were a northern people, so far north, that, as their 
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name signified, they were fabled hj the Greeks to be beyond or 
above the north ; and this may well be supposed to refer to the 
Celtic nations, when we consider the imperfect state of ancient 
geography. Now Ha is fabled to have come to Britain, (which 
the British Celts, whether correctly or not, believed to be the 
scene of all the principal adventures of their god,) from G wlad yr 
Haf, the land of summer, which probably alludes to a southern 
and warmer climate. 

'* Hu is an epithet of the deity in the bardic theology, and Huan 
is another appelation de&criptive of his omniscience. Huan is also 
a name for the sun in the Welsh language, and was used in the 
fifth century as such, as ^e learn from Taliesin the bard.*' 

Roberta on Druidical BemainSj p, 33. 

Hyes was a title common to Apollo and to Bacchus among the 
ancient Arabians, and the three Greek letters composing this 
name, according to the theory of symbolical numbers used by 
the Sabeists, make up 608, which was the cabalistic number of 
the sun among the Astrologers. 

See Duncan*8 Religion of Profane Antiquify,p, 156, 
also Bishop's Astrologie, p,p.lG and 17. 

Again, — ** Hu is styled Teithan, and this name seems to be no 
other than the Tchu of the Hebrew Celtse, the Tydain of Taliesin 
and the Triads, and the Titan of antiquity, a known title of the 
sun." 

Davies's" Mythology of the Druids,** p, 115. 

Apollo, especially, under the name of Phcebus, was well known 
as the god of the sun. 

The sun is thus addressed in the hymn of Martianus Capella: — 
** Nam tenebras prohibens, retegis quod cssrula lucent, 

Hinc Fhoebum perhibent prodentem occulta futuri, 

Vel quia dissolvis noctuma admissa Lyeeum; 

Te Serapim, Nilus ; Memphis veneratur Osirim ; 

Dissona sacra Mithram, Ditemqne, ferumque Typhonem ; 
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Atyn pulcher item, cunri et puer almus aratri, 

Ammon et areutis Libys, et Byblns Adonis." 
All these divinities, and especially Serapis, Osiris, Mithras, and 
Ammon, are proved by Mr. Harconrt (Doctrine of the Deluge) 
to have been identical with Noah, who again is the evident pro- 
totype of Hu. 

Bhys Brydydd has the foUoviing line : 
" Mymryn tes gloewyn ei glud." 

" An atom of bright sunlight is his car.** 

Hu, with his oxen, the Ychain Banawg, is fabled to have 
dragged from a sacred lake, the Avanc, a monster to which 
modern popular tradition has assigned a crocodilian or serpentine 
form, although the word means a beaver ; so Apollo, who kept 
the herds of Admetus, dragged the serpent Fython from the 
sacred chasm of Delphi. Tet, this is probably but a coincidence, 
however remarable, the avanc being undoubtedly the shrine of the 
god, which was drawn from the water by sacred oxen, (See 
Davies's Mythology f) and to which tradition has assigned a name 
for which it had no longer any use. 

** In Teifi, above all the rivers in Wales, were, in Giraldus time, 
a great number of Castors, which may be Englished bevers, and 
are called in Welsh Afanc, which name only remaineth in Wales 
at this day, but what it is very few can telL 

A Description of Camhria, now called Wales, draum first 
by Sir Jno, Price, Knt, §• afterwards augmented and 
made perfect by Hwnphrey Lltoyd, gendeman,p, xxj. 

Diodorus Sicnlus describes the temple of the Hyperborean 
Apollo in such terms as to leave it beyond doubt that he alludes 
to some Druidical temple, and most probably to Stonehenge. — 
{See Maurice's Indian Aniiquvties.) 

The great festival of Hu was in spring, agreeing witii the time 
when Apollo was said to have visited the Hyperboreans, and was 
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celebrated by dancing, as Apollo did in that country. *' This was 
at the season of May, when the song of the cuckoo convenes the 
appointed dance over the green." 

Davies's Mythology of the Druids, p. 171. 

The remembrance of this festival is still kept up on the borders 
of Glamorgan and Carmarthenshires, by the annual pilgrimages to 
the top of Foel-y-Fite, or Mit^, or Maitan, i. e., Mayfire, equiva- 
lent to the Beltane^ or Sunfire of the Scotch. 

Numberless further coincidences might be adduced, but these 
are surely sufficient to prove the identity of these two personages, 
the chief objects of worship of so large a portion of the ancient 
world. 

IX. Note U. 

" When Hu Gadarn the wondrous dwarf had bound." 

Who the dwarf of the present legend may have been I do not 
know; the only dwarf magician agreeing with the description of 
my informant, is Eiddilic the dwarf, who was one of the three 
masters of delusion and enchantment, and had the power of being 
invisible at pleasure. 

IX. Note 15. 

** At Penllwyngwent the demon chief arose." 

By a strange perversion of chronology, never very exactly 
observed in popular tradition, this convulsion is sud to have 
happened about the time of, and to have been closely connected 
with, the invasion of Julius Csesar, who, with Oliver Cromwell 
and his Satanic majesty, forms a trio, who, though not celebrated 
in the works of the bards, have ample amends made them for 
this neglect by popular story, almost everything mischievous and 
wonderful being attributed by the Welsh to one or the other 
o£ them. 
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X. Note 16. 

'* The prophet Idris dwelt, a Druid old.** 

One part of the chasm at Penllwyngwent is called, T^'r Bardd, 
'*The Bard's House.*' The prophet, however, seems to have 
lired in a yery questionable neighbourhood, as an adjacent nook 
is dignified by the name TyV Cythraul, <* The house of the deylL" 

X Note 17. 

" His snow-white locks bj yenrain wreath confined." 

The venrain, (Verbena, officinalis of Linn»us,) was a sacred 
plant among the Druids, as well as with the Roman priests, and 
was used in almost all their rites ; it was one of the ingredients 
of the Fair Awen, or Cauldron of Inspiration, a mystic medica^ 
ment which was conceiyed to confer the gift of prophecy. Pliny 
informs us that it was used in diyination, and as an amulet against 
eyil eye and enchantment. 

" The nightshade straws to work him ill, 
Therewith her yeryain and her dill. 
That hindreth witches of their wilL*' 

Drayton* 8 Nymphidia, 
'* The Druids, we are told, were exceedingly fond of the yeryain, 
they used it in casting lots, and foretelling eyents." 

Davies^s Mythology of the Druids^ p. 275. 
In the same author we find the following names for this plant •> 
— C4s gan Gythraul, The Fiend's ayersion ; T Dderwen Fen* 
digaid, The Blessed Oak; and Llysiau'r Hudol, The Enchanter's 
Plant. Nor did the belief in the mysterious virtues of the vervain 
end with the Druidical age, the following was written in the days 
of good Queen Bess, about A. D. 1568 ; — 

** Som saye, that if the broth of Very ine be sprinkled in feastes 
or bankettes, that the gestes or drinkers thereby are made merrier. 
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The thirde joynte from the grounde, wjth the leaves that ^owe 
aboute it, is geven in a tertian, and the fourth is so geven in a 
quartayn. They call it Hierobatone, that is an holy herb, be- 
cause it is very good for to be hanged upon men, against enchant- 
ments, and to purify or clenge wythal." 
The Herbal of WiUiam Turner, Doctor in Phiskk, part 2,/>. 192, 

Thirty or forty years later, however, we find the following 
piece of mingled scepticism and superstition : — 

" Many odd olde wies fables are written of Yeruaine, tending 
to witchcraft and sorcerie, which you may reade elsewhere, for 
I am not willing to trouble your ears with reporting such trifles 
as honest eares abhorre to hear. • * * Most of the latter 
phisitions do give the juice or decoction hereof to them that hath 
the plague, but these men are deceived, not only in that they 
looke for some truth from the father of falsehood and leasings, 
but also, because that, instead of a good and sure remedie, they 
minister no remedie at aU, for it is reported, that the Divell did 
reveale it as a secret of divine medecine. 

Gerarde's Herball, or General History of Plants, p, 719. 

X. Note 18. 

** The golden chain that glittered on his breast" 

A golden collar was among the Britons the badge of sovereignty 
or superiority, and was worn especially by kings, and by the chief 
Druids. In a poem addressed to Madawc, prince of Powys, by 
the great presiding bard Cynddelw, who flourished in the 12th 
century, the Druids are called — 

" Derwyddion, 
O Eurdorf, Eurdorchogion." 
" Druids of the splendid race, wearers of golden chains." 
This golden collar was called by the Romans a Torques, and it 
G 
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was from the slaughter of a gigantio Gaulish chief, who wore this 
decoration, that Titus Manlius Torquatus received that honour- 
able addition to his name, with the privilege of wearing a similar 
ornament 

XVn. Note 19. 

** Guided our steps to far Tor Gang's height." 

Tor Curig, " The hill of stones," is a high mountain over- 
hanging the vale of the Lljnfi, immediately above the Maesteg 
and Llynfi Iron- Works, upon the summit of which are the 
remains of an ancient British encampment 

XVII. Note 20. 

•* And there their earth-built fortress glows afar, 
'Mongst the brown mountains like an emerald star." 

These ancient mounds are easily distinguished at a great 
distance among the mountains, by the bright green turf which 
covers them, in marked contrast to the brown fern, with which 
many of the Glamorganshire hills are clothed. 

XIX. Note 21. 

** Or launch the coracle upon the shore." 

The coracle, even to this day used by the river fishermen 
of Wales, especially in the counties of Carmarthen and Cardigan, 
and upon the Wye and its tributaries, is a sort of light boat made 
like a basket, of thin strips of ash or other tough wood, and 
covered with flannel^ coated with a mixture of pitch and resin, 
which renders it perfectly watertight; it is from a foot to fifteen 
inches deep, with a flat bottom, about three feet wide, and fire or 
six long, of an oval shape, with one end truncated; this broad 
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end, singular to say, forms the prow of the boat, and it is rowed 
in front, by a paddle aboat fire feet long, worked in a manner 
exactly the converse of sculling, so as to draw the boat forward, 
Instead of pushing it from behind. The navigator sits upon a 
bench across the middle of his frail vessel, and it requires con- 
siderable skill to preserve a balance, especially in a stream. In 
fishing with a coracle, two men, each in his own boat, draw 
between them a long net, which slides by rings of horn upon the 
head and foot lines; when a fish is felt to strike the net, one of the^ 
fishermen instantly lets go the rope, and the other, rapidly 
hauling in the slack line, encloses his prey, much in the way in 
which an old-fashioned lady's reticule was shut up by drawing the 
strings; sometimes, however, an ordinary small seine is used, and 
the two partners then come together to secure their victim ; part 
of the complement of a coracle is always a small club, to despatch 
the fish as soon as it is got into the boat. The coracle is so light, 
that when not in use, it is easily borne on the back by a strap 
crossing the breast, while the paddle, placed across, and resting 
on the small of the back, prevents its striking against the heels 
in walking. The Welsh fishermen usually carry their coracles 
to and fro from the river to their houses daily. 

"The custom of alternately carrying and being carried, as 
practised by the fisherman and his boat, is whimsically alluded 
to in the following lines, extracted from an old manuscript history 
of Shropshire : — 

**;Some horsemen in pursuit of prey 
Their horses on thehr shoulders lay, 
But seizing of their booty, then 
They sit their steeds like other men. 
Returning home, when all is o*er, 
Their steeds they carry as before." 

YarreWs British, Fishes, vol. 2, p, 22. 
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Where also will be found a plate, shewing the difference of form 
of tlie coracle used in different districts. 

A voyage in a covered coracle was one of the ceremonies orf 
initiation into the mysteries of the ancient Druids; and Caesar 
tells us, that in his days the Britons sailed as far as the western 
coast of Qaul, in their skin boats or coracles. 

XX. Note 22. 

" From his wide vest a golden cup he drew." 

Gold and silver cups and caldrons formed an important part of 
the mystic apparatus of Druidical worship. 

XX. Note 23. 

" Deep in its golden depths a jewel bright." 

The Britons, like many other ancient nations, were fond of 
setting valuable jewels in the bottom of their drinking vessels; 
Gwilym Tew, who wrote in the middle of the fifteenth century, 
composed a poem to the drinking cup of Sion ab Rhys, of Aber- 
pergwm, in the Vale of Keath, an ancestor of William Williams, 
Esq., the present proprietor, in which occurs the following line; — 
" Mewn y gwaelod maen glas." 
'* In the bottom a blue stone." 
Although the jewel is here described as blue, the emerald was 
probably more usually selected for this purpose, on account of 
several extraordinary supposed virtues, among which were those 
of turning pale at the approach of poison, and of preventing the 
usual effects of too deep potations. With regard to the luminous 
appearance of the jewel, I need only refer the reader, who 
*' Prizes things that are 
" Curious and unfamiliar," 
to the writings of sundry ancient philosophers and natural his- 
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torians, with the illustrious Pliny at their head, where he will 
find, that the lustre of gems arises from their power of absorbing 
sunshine; and the Arabian Nights* Entertainments afford instances 
enough of vast halls lighted by single diamonds, emeralds, and 
carbuncles. 

By whatever means they acquired their knowledge, the Druids 
seem to have been acquainted with the opinions, not only of the 
Greek and Roman sages, but even to have prosecuted their re- 
searches in that mine of oriental science, to the re-opening of 
which in modem days, we are indebted for some of our most 
curious knowledge concerning the mathematics and philosophy of 
the ancients. Taliesin indeed expressly declares, that he had even 
written in Hebrew. 

Of the extravagant opinions of our ancestors respecting the 
virtues of gems, take the following as a specimen: — 

" Kenodius admires them (jewels) * ♦ They defend us from 
enchantments, preserue health, cure diseases, they driue away 
greife, cares, and exhilarate the minde. * * Mercurius admires 
the emerald for his virtues in pacifying all affections of the minde, 
others the sapphire, which is the fairest of all precious stones, of 
skle colour, and a great enimy to black choler, frees the minde, 
mends manners, &c. * * Of the rest in breife, thus much I 
will adde out of Cardan, Renodius, cap. 23, lib. 3, Rondeletius, 
lib. 1, de Festat cap. 15, &c., that almost all Jewells and pretious 
stones have excellent vertues to pacific the affections of the minde, 
for which cause rich men so much covet to have them, and those 
smalle unions (pearls) which are found in shells among the 
Persians and Indians, by the consent of all writers are very 
cordiall, and most parte avail to the exhilaration of the heart." 

BturtoiCs Anatomic of MelanchdiCy part 2, see. 3, memb, l^subs. 4. 

The use of water, which was supposed to acquire certain 
virtues from the dipping of a jewel or talismaA, was common in 
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the middle ages; these supposed virtaes were usually opiate. 
Such a talisman was the Lee-penny, a small pebble fixed in the 
eentre of an Eastern ooin, and brought from the Holy Land by 
some Scottish crusader, and preserved to this day as a relic of 
ancient superstition; its reputation was so great, that a synod of 
Scotch divines, expressly convened for the putting down of witch- 
craft and sorcery, decreed its use to be lawful, and not contrary 
to the laws of God and the church. For an account of this charm 
see the preface to Sir Walter Saott*s *' Talisman." It is well 
said, that there is nothing new under the sun, for did not the 
present popular system of Hydropathy appear to be derired only 
from the experience of its great apostle, who, when a poor shep- 
herd, doctored his neighbours with the same aqueous prescriptions 
whose efficacy all Europe is now flocking to try, we might have 
expected to find Doctor Preisnitz deep in the sage treatise of 
Cardanus De Aqua, in which, as we are assured by the quaint 
old author just quoted, ** Cardan cracks that he can cure all 
diseases with water alone." But again, ** every opinative fellowe 
must maintaine his owne paradoxe, be it what it will, Delirant 
reges, plectuntur Achivi; they dote, and in the meantime the 
poore patients pay for their new experiments." 

XXI. Note 24. 

" So the bright glowworm's gleaming light afar." 

Though naturalists, those sworn enemies of halcyons, dragons, 
griffins, and mermaids, and all the other wondrous zoology of 
ancient story-tellers, have of late even begun to doubt that the 
little glowworm's emerald lamp is, like the torch of Hero, a guide 
for her wandering lover; yet the fiction, if fiction it be, is too 
elegant to be yielded up by the poetical fraternity without a 
fltruggle, and I have therefore assumed the license still to call it a 
** love-lighted watch-fire." I do not remember to have seen it 
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observed before, that tbis singular light, thoqgh itself visible at 
some distance, scarcely appears to illaminate the sarroundiDg 
objects at alL 

XXI. NoTB 25. 

" Still on her brow the silver starlight slept." 

It is a never-forgotten circumstance attending Welsh appa- 
ritions, that objects are seen through them: evil spirits, it is said, 
will sometimes clothe themselves in earthly garments, which have 
not this translucent property, Hbiut their head and hands always' 
betray them upon closer examination. I have heard of a case, 
in which a quiet and retiring person was actually driven by petty 
persecution from the neighbourhood in which he lived, because 
an old woman had seen, as she affirmed, the candle through his 
hand. 

XXII. Note 26. 

" Then towering Gaer and huge Penderw's flank." 

Mj^nydd-y-Gaer is a high mountain, with a remarkably level 
piece of ground at the summit, celebrated as the course on which 
the foot-races, for which this part of Wales is distinguished, are 
usually decided. Much has been said of the enormous sums lost 
by our aristocracy on the turf; they are in proportion but as 
nothing to what a Glamorganshire farmer will stake on his 
favorite in one of these races, his choice falling, not on the man 
most likely to win, but on the champion of his own parish or 
district. The writer has known horses, cattle, and even land and. 
horses staked; and upon one occasion, the chance of a legacy, 
which eventually produced to the winner the sum of seven hun- 
dred pounds; so that, as may easily be supposed, instances of 
ruin from this desperate betting, • are not uncommon. The very 
minute division, and intricate intermixture of landed property in 
some parts of Wales, is usually explained by the peasantry, by 
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tales of the ** great betting in the old time." The farmers, gentry, 
and eren the clergy, used formerly to indulge in this gambling to 
a great extent; and the losses of a labourer, even yet, not unfire- 
qnently keep himself and family in poverty for months. 

XXIL Note 27. 
"The bluflf purple crest of Mynydd Banc/' 
Myn3'dd Banc, or Llynsevnr Mountain, is remarkable for a small 
conical mound upon the table land at its summit, rendering it 
easily distinguishable among the hills which tower around it. 

XXIV. Note 28. 
*' Light mist in huge white lakes the Tallies fills." 

An inexperienced eye might easily be deceived by the extraor- 
dinary resemblance, which the o^sses of white haze so frequently 
resting in the bosoms of the mountain vallies, under a clear sky 
and bright moon, bear to water ; and the appearance of distance 
almost infinite which they give to the wild landscape, must be 
seen to be conceived. The sudden clearing off of this fineweather 
fog, as it is often called, is a nearly certain forerunner of rain or 
storm. 

XXVIIL Note 29. 

*' A huge red hound upon the mountain's brow." 

The Cwn Annwn, or " Dogs of the Abyss," one of the most 
sublime of the ancient British superstitions, are now almost for- 
gotten, and I have met with but a few old people who still 
cherished a belief in these infernal hounds, which were supposed 
after death to hunt the souls of the wretched to their allotted 
place of torment 

Miss Jane Williams of Aberpergwm, (in the Yale of Neath,) 
who supplied Mr. J. Crofton Croker with most of the interesting 
tales relating to Wales, which hjs publication on fairy legends 
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and traditions contains, gives the following description of Cwn 
Annwn, as communicated to her by an old Cwm Neath man who 
firmly asserted their existence. "They are small dogs that howl in 
the air with a wild sort of lamentation. Their colour has been 
variously given : sometimes as being black with red spots, and 
again as red with black spots.^' « • * <p]jg Keverend Edmund 
Jones, oighosUy memory, enlarges much on this subject, adducing 
many instances, and clenches eyery tale with an assurand^ of the 
great respectability and veracity of the informant *' The nearer 
these dogs are to a man, (says he) the less their voice is, and the 
farther the louder, and sometimes, like the voice of a great hound, 
or like that of a blood hound, a deep hollow voice." 

Notes to the '^Doom of Cdyn Ddphyn:* 

The Reverend Edmund Jones, in the work above alluded to, 
entitled, "An Account of Apparitions of Spirits in the County 
of Monmouth," gives a strange tale of a woman being almost 
frightened to death at the sight of one of these demons, who sat 
on his haunches by the side of a stream, howling in an unearthly 
manner. In Davies's Mythology of the Ancient Druids, I find the 
following notice of Cwn Annwn : — " Pwyll, or * Reason,' lord of 
the seven provinces of Dy ved, hunting in the vale of Glyn Cwcb, 
and listening to the cry of his hounds, hears that of another pack, 
of a different tone, and coming in an opposite direction. The 
strange pack pursued a stag into the centre of the grove, and there 
threw him down; Pwyll admires the dogs, which were all of a 
shining white hue, with red ears. " Such," says Mr. Davies, "is 
the popular notion of the Welsh respecting the colour of the Cwn 
Annwn, or The Dogs of the Deep, a mystical transformation of 
the Druids, with their white robes and red tiaras." Pwyll drives 
off these white dogs, and sets his own on the stag, for which he is 
reproved by the owner, who soon after comes up, and informs 
H 
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him that he is a crowned king. Lord of Annwn, (the deep,) and 
that his name is Arawn, (he of the aric,) also called Pendaran, 
(lord of Thmider.) The curioas reader will find this tale more 
at length, with a mystical explanation at pip. 418—423 of the 
above work. TaHesin, sttmamed Penbeirdd, or chief of the bards, 
addresses Ugnach, son of Mydnaw (ship moyer) thus:— 

M Marchawc, a girch y Dinas 

Ac cwn gwinion." 
<« Knight, who art approaching the dty with the white dogs." 

These are the Cwn Annwn, which are nothing more than person- 
ifications of the Druids, who of course deyoted to eternal punish- 
ment all who were not of their own persuasion. 

My own informant on the subject of Cwn Annwn, was an old 
man from Glyncorrwg, in Glamorganshire. He stated that their 
colour is blood-red, that they are always dripping with gore, and 
that their eyes and teeth were of fire ; but (he added) that the dread 
of them is now gone quite out of the country. Being asked 
whether he believed in them, he replied that he had heard, but 
* never seen them, nor wished ever to do so; but having conversed 
with many who had seen them years ago, he described them from 
what he had heard. 

A superstition, closely resembling the Cwn Annwn of the Welsh, 
exists to ibis day, in the wilder parts of Dartmoor in Devonshire. 
*•*• The wish, or wisked hounds, as they are called, a name pro- 
bably connected with the Anglo-Saxon wioca, or witch, are under 
the immediate guidance of that msyterious being, whose nature 
* well may I guess, but dare not telL' In the pauses of the storm, 
and mingling with the hoarse voices of the rapidly-sweUing moun- 
tain waters, the broken cry of dogs, the shouting of the hunters, 
the loud blast of their horns, and the sounds of ' hoofs thick beating 
on the hollow hill,' are borne onward upon the winds of the 
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fbrest; and when the dark cartain of mist rolls slowly up over the 
hill side, they may sometimes be seen to sweep across the moors, 
rough, swarthy, and of huge size, with fiery sparks shooting from 
their eyes and nostrils. It is not safe to leave the door of the 
house ^ar, for in this case they have the power of entering, and 
have been known to devour sleeping children in the absence of 
the household. * • • Certain spots on Dartmoor are more 
commonly haunted by the Wish hounds than others." Several 
ancient roads are mentioned as their peculiar resorts^ as *' The 
Abbot's way," "The Ridge Boad,^' and on certain nights, of 
which St. John's Eve is always one, they are supposed to go in 
procession through the long deep shady lanes which abound in 
this district 

^'They are guided by the Master, a dark gigantic figure, 
carrying a long hunting pole at his back, and with a horn slung 
round his neck. * * * * In Normandy and Bretagne, the 
Maisne Hellequin, or children of Helleqnin, pasa through the 
woods like the Wish hounds o'er the heatha of Dartmoor; no 
(Hie must cafl to them as they pass, for if any one says, * I join in 
the hunt,' blood will rain, and pieces of dead bodies fall to the 
earth, which have been tonCfrGm the ground by a powerful 
witch who accompanies the procession." 

This witch is probably the Mallt y nos, or ** Matilda of the 
night," of the Welsh, who was believed to accompany the Own 
AnawB. 

''In the north of Devon the qpectral pack are called Yesh 
hounds, and Yell hounds. There is another legend, evidently of 
Christian origin,(?) which represents them in ineessant pursuit of 
a lost spirit In the northern quarter <^ the moor, the Wish 
hounds, in pursuit of the spirit of a man who had been well 
known in the country, entered a cottage, the door of wliich had 
been incautiously left open, and ran round the kitchen, but 
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quietly, without their usual cry. The Sunday after, the same man 
appeared in church, and the person whose house the dogs had 
entered, made bold by the consecrated place in which they were, 
ventured to ask why he had been with the Wish hounds. ** Why 
should not my spirit wander," he replied, ** as well as another 
man's ?" Another version represents the hounds as following the 
spirit of a beautiful woman, changed into the form of a hare; and 
the reader will find a similar legend, with some remarkable 
additions, in the Disquisitiones Magics of the Jesuit Delrio, 
lib. vL, c. 2." 

R. J. K,, in the Athenceum, March 27, 1847, Art Folklore. 

Sometimes, one of the Own Annwn appeared singly, and if 
addressed, frightened the speaker out of his senses by its horrible 
and unearthly howling. Such, probably, was the Mauthe Doog, 
the '* Spectre hound, in Mao," which haunted the guardroom at 
Feel Castle, and so terrified the drunken soldier who bearded it, 
that he never spoke afterwards. A full account of this apparition, 
which appeared every night, may be found in Waldron's " His- 
tory of the Isle of MsCn," and copious extracts from the same are 
given in the notes to Scott's ^* Lay of the Last MinstreL" 

XXX. NoxE 30. 
** Dashed through the Ogmore's terror<stricken side.*' 

The Ogmore is one of the most considerable of the torrents 
dignified by the name of rivers in Glamorganshire. The town of 
Bridgend, in Welsh, Peoybont, stands on the Ogmore, which is 
celebrated as a salmon river. It is mentioned by Drayton, in his 
enumeration of the rivers of Wales, in the Folyolbion, song iv. — 
" Then Elwy, and with her Ewenny holds her way, 
An& Ogmore, that would yet be there as soon as they. 
By Avon called in." 
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Although, for the most part, Welsh witcheries and devilries are 
doomed to share the fate of Tarn o'Shanter's pursuers, and to 
melt into thin air before the disenchanting power of running 
water; yet there were some apparitions of too awful power to be 
thus dispelled; and from such unholy contact the shrinking 
waters were supposed to recoil, and leave a clear passage for 
the infernal procession. 



THE TOERENT SPECTRE. 



THE TORRENT SPECTRE. 



MiNSTBEL^ arise, the jocund feast is done, 

The wine-cup's light is on our souls descending, 
'Mongst yon dark clouds retreats the blushing sun, 

His golden rajs with ebon night are blending ; 
Strike the. high harp, let music's magic voice 

O'er our rapt souls in soft delirium flow ; 
In sounds of strife let warrior ears rejoice, 

But, Minstrel, teach our melting hearts to know 
The bliss of pity's tears, that fall for others' woe. 

11. 

A tale of sorrow of days long departed. 
Melted like snow into the tide of time. 

Such as may leave the listener soft-hearted; 
Oh, pity, of all passions most sublime; 



< 
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Thou raisest men to gods, (for what can be 
Hore godlike than compassion,) and dost bring 

Heaven down into the breast that harboura thee; 
Oh, Minstrel, strike that sweetly wailing string, 

And let the sacred theme teach thy high thoughts to sing. 

IIL 

Life's joyous spring-time, when the soul roams wild. 
And man*s strong passions mark the expanding child. 
But scarce begun; a stranger yet to care, 
While earth before him glowed all fresh and fair, 
Forced by a rigid sire to court the gloom, 
And shroud his sunniest hours in living tomb. 
In Margam's solemn aisles and cloisters grey(0 
The novice Owen sighed his life away. 
Oft as the summer sunshine's glances bright 
Shot through the orioles their golden light, 
And o'er grim saints and martyrs smiling shone, 
Decking with jewel hues the cold grey stone ; 
By varying passions tost, he paced his cell. 
And strove to bid the world a calm farewell. 

IV. 

Yes, it was hard perchance to think unmoved 
Of the dear precincts of the home he loved. 
Of the wild hills where his young footsteps strayed, 
The rippling stream, the well-known coppice shade: 
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*Twere hard, perchance, 'neath happier sunnier skies, 
Where spicier groves and bolder mountains rise^ 
To think of home, withoat one natural tear. 
Nor hope to spend his age in quiet there. 
But through the dark walls of that abbey proud. 
Each well-remembered spot more warmly glowed, 
And to his thoughts each old familiar scene 
Sparkled anew in menfory's magic sheen. 
So when day's fleeting hours of glory end, 
And sombre clouds the sun's last steps attend, 
When waves apace his golden rayless blaze, 
If through yon crystal at the scene you gaze,(2) 
An evanescent ^oon one moment glows, 
And each dun cloud a living rainbow shows. 



But yet the shady vale, the grey hill's side. 

The merry voices of his own fireside, 

The thousand memories of each favorite spot, 

All these, perchance, the novice had forgot, 

But vf that every hopeless day-dream wild, 

In each despairing thought, a maiden smiled. 

When the gay birds his fitful slumbers broke, 

Oft Owen thought 'twas Gwyneth's voice that spoke, 

In every cloud his eye would fondly trace 

The well-remembered lines of Gwyneth's face. 
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And every breeze that cooled his fevered frame 
Ib spirit accents whispered Gwyneth's name. 
Ah, who could brook to^ dwell in cloisters grim, 
That knew the sunlit mountain smiled for him, 
And who, that loving woman's voice has heard. 
And hung all listening on each silvery word, 
Would leave such music, for the loftiest song 
That ever swelled yon echoing roofs along. 
And who would change for Abbot's blesdtng cold, 
Sweet words by lovers rather looked than told. 
Say, holy fathers, could ye bear to see 
That heart, once lightsome, breaking wearily ? 
Mark his glazed eye, his wasting frame decay. 
And the blue veins on his sunk temples stray. 
On his pale cheek the hectic plague-spot burn. 
Nor bid him to the gay bright world return ? 
E'en though to earth and all life's passions dead, 
Say, could ye wonder that the novice fled ? 

VI. 

Where waving heath o'erspread the wildest hill 

That frowning towered o'er Cenfig's lonely rill,(3) 

Ajcottage stood, but all^o savage seemed, 

Its mouldering turf-built walls, you scarce had deemed 

In suck a hut that human head could dwell. 

Or in a S^pot so wild, so terrible. 

Yet there an ancient dame, whose bending form 

Had felt the breath of many a winter's storm, 
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From haunts of men forth driven in her age, 

Was lingering out her weary pilgrimage; 

Long were it here to tell her earlier state, 

Suffice it, Maud was once among the great, 

But now a helpless widow, all unknown. 

In age she dwelt 'mongst kindred not her own. 

In learning as in birth superior, still 

With trembling hand old Maud would guide the quill, 

And all her woes forg#ten, oft would look 

For hours on some illuminated book; 

To them 'twas magic, and thej gave the name 

Of Maud the Sorceress to that harmless dame. 

VII. 

From Coity forth she fled, and sought for rest(-t) 
On the grey mountain's hospitable breast; 
She fled, but not alone, as fair a child 
As e'er in dreams on youthful mother smiled, 
Her lost son's legacy, with her she bore. 
The sweetest flower that graced that summit hoar. 
But had you seen, when now to woman grown. 
That sylphlike form, that figure, nature's own; 
Her laughing lips, her health-empurpled cheek, 
Her large blue eyes, whose every glance could speak, 
Her clustering locks o'er her white shoulders pour; 
As with old Maud she sat at that rude door. 
Where all was contrast to her youth, her glee. 
You might have wondered, stranger, there to see 
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So fair a rosebud grow on such a stem, 
So rough a casket hold so bright a gem. 

vin. 

But why grows pale that blooming cheek, and why 
Do gathering tears now dim that glad blue eye ? 
And why does that light step so often pause ? 
Can'st thou not, pitying reader, guess the cause ? 

rar 

'Tis noon, no floods of cheerful radiance fling 
Their living lustre o'er the purple ling. 
And the faint breeze that o'er the mountain strays 
Can scarce the silk-grass' airy plumelets raise; 
From the broad sky, though cloudless, dark and dun. 
Looks down with coppery glare the scorching sun, 
And far away, where the calm sea extends,(5) 
A broad white line the dim horizon ends. 
Like the pale streaks that angry lips deform. 
Ere stifled passion bursts to life in storm. 
Now frequent gusts afar begin to sweep 
In lines of whitening foam across the deep. 
Then whispering steal across the rushy hill. 
On yon wild bank will Gwyneth linger still ? 
Away: — 'Tis vain, upon the heath reclined 
She hears no tempest threaten in the wind. 
Though o'er the darkening heaven her eye may stray. 
Her fears, her thoughts, her heart are far away; 
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And her best, fondest hopes, though crushed, must 

dwell 
With her lost Owen in his convent cell. 

X. 

'* Hark ! 'tis a step; almost I could believe 
*Twere his; ah, no ! cease, breezes, to deceive; 
Again, 'tis nearer; sure it cannot be 
My Owen's footstep; jifc, 'tis he, 'tis he: 
But not the same: is that bright hectic flush 
All that is left him of the conscious blush 
Which mantles in the cheeks of those who know 
That to one heart they are all in all below?" 
" Nay, start not, Gwyneth, lost, forsaken all 
In earth and heaven, Fve fled yon convent wall, 
Once more to look upon thee." " Owen, thou, 
Impious, hast broken then thy sacred vow, 
I will not, cannot chide thee; could'st thou know 
The deep despair, the weary, cankering woe, 
The fears confirmed, the blighted hopes, that fill 
This breast, thou would'st believe I love thee still; 
I mourned thee dead, oh, may'st thou be forgiven; 
I may not love thee now, thou art vowed to heaven. 
Away, for your, for my sake flee; yet no, 
Stay, Owen, stay, I cannot bid thee go." 
SUie paused a moment, yielding, gently prest 
His proffered hand, then sunk upon his breast. 
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XI. 

Oh hesitation, well the tempter knows 

Thee for the deadliest^ subtlest of our foes; 

One single thought, one moment to thee given, 

May sweep the tamperer from the path of heaven; 

What is that moment^ but a speck upon 

The page of time, but name it, and 'tis gone; 

But one wave of that ever-rolling sea 

Which bears us onward to eternity; 

But marked with guilt, though years in grief we spend 

May haunt our souls when time itself shall end; 

As the spring tides on ocean's margin lay, 

The weeds no future surge can sweep away. 

xn 

Who knows, unfelt the pang, how hard to bear 

Is the wild desolation of despair; 

And yet, the moment when those darkening fears, 

'Neath which life's lingering^noments stretch to years, 

Begin to break from hope's blue sunny sky. 

Were worth almost an age of agony. 

So deemed that hapless pair, as o'er the heath 

They roamed, nor marked the tempest's threatening 

breath, 
What heeded they of elemental strife ? 
Once more they clasped each other, and 'twas life. 
As winter's icy floweret mourns beneath 
The sleeping earth's deep, cold, white garb of death, 
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Till spring's first sunbeams tempt it £rom below. 
To burst its sepulchre of kindred snow; 
So in those stricken hearts, the early bloom 
Of blighted passion drooped in iey tomb; 
But hope's bright sun again with cheering beam 
Upon the crushed yet living bud would gleam, 
Dim dreams of sunshine reach it even there, 
Beneath the whelming snowdrift of despair. 

xm. 

Say, can'st thou sing, what spirit-perfumes rise, 
When first yon opening rosebud greets the skies ? 
Then bid jne tell those words, so soft, so few. 
So oft-repeated, yet so ever new; 
The happy sigh, the long fond looks, that speak 
So sweetly, silently; the burning cheek, 
The down-cast eyelids, and the gentle grasp 
Where thrilling fingers tremble as they clasp; 
The throbbing pulse, that beats so fast, so high, 
For life's best moments ever swiftest fly. 
And the rapt spirit at an hour like this, 
Crowds in each thought a long, long age of bliss. 

XIV. 

Sweeps the rude blast across that mountain stem, 
And whirls aloft the parched and crackling fern; 
Black rolling banks of swift careering cloud 
The sun*s red glare of scorching splendour shroud, 
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The big round scattered drops, with hissing sound. 
Fall heavy on the cracked and thirsty ground; 
And like the scarce-heard shout of distant war, 
In fitful peals the thunder growls afar; 
She heeds it not, no sun for her can rise 
With light as warm as beams from Owen's eyes; 
Unheard the shrill breeze whistles in his ear, 
The still soft voice of love is murmuring near. 

XV. 

At length the lowering heavens, in one red stream 
Of blasting radiance an instant gleam, 
As if the thick dark clouds in sunder riven 
Revealed one moment's flashing glance of heaven; 
Bursts the deep thunder o'er the wandering pair, 
And bellowing rolls through all the labouring air, 
As though their tortured breasts an earthquake tore, 
To the loud crash the answering mountains roar, 
With gentler voice more distant summits groan. 
And winding vales prolong the lingering moan. 
Till djring in a whisper hoarse and still, 
An awful silence wraps each trembling hill. 
In drenching torrents poured the sudden rain. 
Oh, haste thee, Gwyneth, home; alas, 'tis vain. 
As o'er the heath in frantic haste they fly, 
Huge shapeless vapours veil the inky sky. 
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And o'er the shrouded mountains whirling driven 
Vast wreaths of mist conceal the angry heaven,(6) 
On through the boiling cloud perplexed they roam, 
And vainly seek for Gwyneth's turf-built home. 

XVI. 

Dim and uncouth in that deceitful gloom, 
In strange dark shapes the rocks and bushes loom, 
With such wild wail as vanish fever'd dreams, 
Unseen the fatal Gwrach-y-Rhibyn screams ;(7) 
The dadcening hours fled fast, and twilight fell 
On them in Cenfig's spirit-haunted dell. 
Deep was the vale, though with the mountains blend(8) 
The fogs above, they will not there descend, 
But leave untroubled the transparent air. 
They cannot brook to hide a spot so fair. 
E'en then 'twas lovely, thotfgh the gentle stream 
Which shone that morning in the sun's first beam, 
Its angry turbid waters brawling hoarse. 
Rushed a mad torrent on its headlong course, 
And the wild flowers that grew above the rill, 
Drenched with the storm, hung dripping, dank, and 
still. 

XVII. 

As there the lovers sat, they scarcely seemed 
Of human mould, a wandering shepherd deemed 
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Them fallen spirits of the upper air, 

They looked so lost^ so sorrowful, so fair. 

Weeping upon his loving breast reclined, 

He strove to shield her from the evening wind, 

Bound her fair head his guardian arm was wound. 

Half hidden by her hair, that all unbound 

O'er her pale brow in dripping tresses fell 

Upon the bosom that she loved too well; 

And the blue veins that indistinctly strayed 

O'er the small arm that on his shoulder laid. 

So motionless, so pallid, told alone 

That she was not a fair cold form of stone. 

Time was, when Owen would have scorned a tear, 

But now, that something told him death was near, 

He could have wished, aye strove in vain to steep 

His scorched orbs in tears, he could not weep. 

He spoke not, sighed not, only closer prest 

The yielding maiden to his heaving breast. 

And gazed entranced, and almost cursed the storm 

That seemed to pierce through all her shrinking form. 

xvni. 

Hark to that hollow rushing sound of dread, 
The storm has burst upon the mountain's head,(^) 
In one broad surge the furious waters sweep, 
In headlong haste to join the expecting deep. 
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From the wild wave what awful shape uprears,(io) 
Scathed by the lightnings of ten thousand years; 
Above the flood his shaggy front he bares, 
And his red eye with demon malice glares; 
Wildly he waves his swarthy hands on high, 
As beckoning down the stormclouds from the sky; 
And like the changing image of a dream, 
Now scarce emerging from the turbid stream. 
Then rising swift, the growing giant shrouds 
His misty head among the boiling clouds. 
They j^aw him not, as down the stream he swept, 
Still Owen gazed on Gwyneth as she wept. 
With fiendish joy he raised his hand in air, 
And yelling wav'd it o'er the unconscious pair; 
Then with one grasp he swept them from the bank, 
And in the flood the hapless lovers sank; 
A wild shriek rose above the torrent's noise, 
And mingled mournful with the demon's voice. 
On roll'd the guilty stream, nor seemed to know 
It bore so much of beauty and of woe. 

XIX. 

On that lone beach, where still with ceaseless dash 
Skerr's bristling rocks the chafed waters lash,(H) 
That night belated flshers heard the wail 
Of sad Cyhiraeth borne upon the gale, 
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A mournful sound, npw close upon the ear 

It thrilled the listener with a shriek of fear, 

Then softly died the lingering fading strain, 

Like some far mermaid's song upon the main, 

Till o'er the wild and solitary shore 

No sound was heard but ocean's sullen roar: 

As some tall wave, that like a liquid wall 

A dvancing, thunders in its flashing fall, 

Along the beach the watery ruins spread, 

And the tall billow lifts its hydra head, 

Till the still growing line of curling spray 

Soft murmuring, in the distance dies away. 

Full well the hearers knew that, ere the morn 

Some wave-beat corse would to that shore be boriie. 

XX. 

From the far east the sun's first glances flew. 
Kindling to diamonds all the quivering dew, 
Though hidden yet his orb in morn's grey mist. 
His purple smile the laughing billows kist. 
And o'er the wide, smooth, yellow, tideless strand, 
His glad rays darted o'er the shining sand. 
See where upon the cumbered beach are strown 
Toys for wild ocean, spoils, but not his own. 
Yon scattered trees that swollen torrent bore, 
Tom from their forest, to the unwonted shore; 



THE TOEEBNT SPECTRE. 81 

From the hard sand where ebbs the surf away, 
What floating figure surges mid the spray ? 
O'er it the circling seagull wheeling screams, 
While in the soft young light his grey wing gleams. 
Eaia,ed the rude swell a helpless human hand ? 
Another wave, 'tis left upon the sand. 

XXL 

It — ^pause, — they are two, could not yon cruel tide 
E'en &t this hour that hapless pair divide ? 
With death's fierce grasp upon his neck she hung, 
Around her waist his arm convulsive clung ; 
But the still bosom where that arm is twined 
Feels not the pressure once it throbbed to find; 
His upturned face, with glassy soulless eyes. 
Seems yet to supplicate the ruthless skies, 
And his swollen veins and starting muscles tell 
He fought the conquering waters long and welL 
But that pale breathless form that by him lay 
Lovely and frail, as e'er was formed of clay, 
It was too fair to live beneath the sky, 
Yet far, oh, far too beautiful to die; 
Her head on his cold bosom seems to rest. 
Peaceful as infant on its mother's breast; 
Tost by the waves her long dark tresses flow 
O'er his dim lightless eyes and marble brow; 
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You might have deemed her corse some fairj form; 
"Weeping above the victim of the storm. 

XXII. 

Baise that fair head: although she wept and sighed 
In her last hour of life, she smiling died; 
Death smiles like life; no, not like life; the plaj, 
' Like passing shadows in a summer day, 
Of merry meaning on the mantling cheek, 
Whose momentary gestures more than speak; 
The trembling lashes, and the varying brow. 
The quivering lip with all its changing glow. 
And, above all, the living fires that fly 
From the quick orbs of the soul-flashing eye 
In life's bright smile, all these, alas, are gone, 
And death when fairest, only smiles in stone. 
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Stanza IIL Notb 1. 

** In Margam's solemn aisles and cloisters grey." 
Margam is a Tillage in the Hundred of Newcastle, on the coast 
of Glamorganshire; and it has been conjectured that the naipe 
was derived from Mawrgan, i. e., the Great Head or Chief; it 
was anciently called Pendar, or *' Oak Summit" 

** Margam Abbey, according to Tanner, was founded by Bobert, 
Earl of Gloucester, in the year 1147, for monks of the Cistertiaa 
order, and dedicated to the Virgin Mary. Camden and Speed 
are of a different opinion, and attribute it to William, Earl of 
Gloucester, his son. To reconcile both authorities, some admit 
that it might have been begun previous to the death of Bobert^ 
and finished by Wifiiam, after he succeeded to that title. In the 
Monasticon, it is placed among the Benedictines." 

Price*8 History of Wales. 
Some authorities give A. D. 1147, as the date of the death of 
Bobert, Earl of Gloucester, and state that the Abbey was then 
endowed, having been built by him during his lifb; and it stands 
upon part of the lands which he obtained by his marriage with 
Maude, daughter of Sir Bobert Fitzhamon, the leader of the twelve 
Norman lords who first conquered the marches of Glamorgan, and 
who had for his share Cardiff, Cowbridge, Cenfig, and Margam. 
L 
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Towards the end of the twelfth century, Caradoc bequeathed 
large possessions (one farm being still known by the name of 
Tir Caradoc, or **Caradoc's Land**) to the Abbey of Margam, 
then Fendar; and it appears probable that it was from Mawrgan, 
son of Caradoc, that the Abbey receiyed its name, about A. D. 
1200. In a grant of lands from John D*Abene in 1349, it is 
called the Abbey of Marganu 

At the dissolution of Monasteries, under Henry the Eighth, it 
was sold to Sir Rice Mansel, for £642 9«. Sd,, and became his 
favorite residence; its present owner is his descendant, Christo- 
pher Bice Mansel Talbot, Esq., who built the present mansion, 
called Margam Abbey, about 15 years ago. 

See Lewis's Topographical Dictionary of Wales, 
Jones*8 Views in Wales, ^. j(V. 

The present remains of the Abbey are the church, now re- 
stored and used as the parish church; a most elegant, but alas, 
roofless chapter-house, and some fragments of the cloisters, which 
form striking oraameoti to the gardens of Mr. Talbot In the 
south aisle of the church is a chantry, cootaining several altar 
tombs, and other monuments of the Maasel family. Many 
curious gravestones, adorned with wheel crosses, were discovered 
in repairing the churoh some years ago, and ore now preserved in 
the adjoining gardens. 

Several relics of Brilish and Boman antiquity exist in the 

parish of Margftm, which is very extensive, containing 11200 

acres. 

IV. Notb2. 

** If through yon crystal at the scene you gaze." 
la allusion to the eflnects of that well-known optical toy, the 
glass prism, which the "illustrious quack," (as be has well been 
called,) Paracelsus, was in the habit of exhibiting as a miracle to 
his astonished followers. 
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VI. Note 3. 
" That towering frowned o'er Cenfig's lonely rill." 

Cwm Cenfig is a deep yalley a few miles to the east of Margam, 
formerly entirely barren, but now planted with wood ; the Cenfig 
rirer rises on the top of Margam mountain, near an upright 
stone, bearing a Roman inscription, to the memory of Boduoct, 
probably some Romanized British chieftain; runs past the yillages 
of Pyle and Cenfig, and reaches the sea after a course of 12 or 
15 miles, the latter part of which lies among barren and shifting 
sands. A small dingle on the western side of the valley is still 
known by the name of Cwm Hen Fawd, or ** Old Maud's dingle;*' 
and is pointed out as the scene of the present tradition. The 
village of Cenfig, to which this stream gives its name, is one of 
the decayed boroughs so common along the coast of Wales; it 
still retains its charter, and the various officers are regularly 
elected firom among the burgesses; fhongh some years ago, wheo 
it became necessary to procure their signature to a deed, only 
one alderman could write his name; indeed, their duties and 
responsibilities s^m now to be confined to dividing among them- 
selves the rents of some lands which they still hold. 

The borough of Tewkesbury, in Gloucestershire, is liable for 
an annual payment, now obsolete, to be applied to planting the 
marram, or sand rush, in the drift sands of Cenfig.* 

"The ruin of Cenfig castle, from the obscurity of its situation, 
is rarely visited by strangers; it lies at a distance from the pool, 
upon a small eminence, surrounded by a cluster of sandhills, in 
the midst of a sandy plain that stretches along one side of the 
village; the people of the country are persuaded that it was the 
castellated residence of Fitzhamon, some years after he overcame 
Glamorganshire. We are expressly told by Caradoo, that the 
town and castle of Cenfig, tlie town of Cowbridge or Fontfaen, 
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and the town and castle of Cardiff, were retained by Htzhamon, 
as his .share of the conqnest" 

DoncvaiCs South Wales, vol 2, p.p. 39, 40. 

This castle is now surrounded by, and almost buried among, 
the most dreary sandhills; the arch described by Mr. Donovan 
was a few years ago thrown down; so that all which now remains 
of the residence of the mighty Fitzhamon, is the fragment of a 
wall, which is fast disappearing beneath the eyer-accumu- 
lating deluge of sand. 

About half a mile from the sea, surrounded by sand, and with- 
out either outlet or supply, except in very wet weather, is a large 
freshwater pool, formerly well stocked with pike, roach, and 
eels, (although the two former species are said to have entirely 
disappeared within the last few years,) and a fayorite haunt 
of wild-fowl, many of which breed in the large beds of bul- 
rushes in the western angle of the pool. Tradition asserts, 
that in this lake part of the once-flourishing town of Cenfig was 
swaUowed up by an earthquake, and that the remains of buildings 
are still to be seen; but there appears bat little foundation for this 
story; and the writer has sailed all oyer it, when its waters were 
80 clear that eyery weed at the bottom could be seen, without ob- 
serying any appearance of ruins — 

** In the waye beneath him shining." 

The neighbourhood of Cenfig is remarkable for the production 
of many rare plants, and is well worthy of a visit from the 
botanist. 

Vn. Note 4. 

«< From Coity forth she fled, and sought for rest." 

Coity is a village about three miles N.E. of Bridgend, posses- 
sing a very fine old church, which, having partially fallen into 
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mins, is said to hare been restored by the two celebrated masons, 
Bicbard and Gwilym Twrcb, of Sutton quarries, near Bridgend. 
To these brothers are attributed nearly all the elegant window 
mullions and tracery which abound in the churches of this dis-, 
trict They were instructed in their art by an old monk named 
Crallo ab Oru%dd, who had trayelled, (probably to Rome,) and 
to whom, having been canonized after his death, the church of 
Coychurch is dedicated. There are also some remains of a castle, 
close to the church, which was built by Paganus de Tarberyille, 
one of the twelve Lords Marchers. From the Turbervilles, the 
representatiye of whom resides at Ewenny Priory, it passed by 
marriage to Sir Bichard Berksolles, and from him descended to 
Sir William Giunage, who held it in Leland*s time. Sir Robert 
Sidney, made Earl of Leicester by James L, married Barbara, 
daughter of John Gamage, Esq., of Coity, and the castle formed 
part of her dowry; it is now held by the Wyndham family. 

IX. NoTB 5. 

''Abroad white streak the dim horizon ends." 

This is an almost infallible sign of bad weather on the coast. 

XV. Note 6. 

'* Vast wreaths of mist conceal the angry heayen." 

The rapidity with which a fog, especially a sea- fog advancing 
with the tide, will coyer the mountains with an atmosphere more 
perplexing than darkness itself, is almost incredible; the only 
safe course for an inexperienced traveller, who sees a fog bank 
advancing to meet him, is to turn his horse and retreat with all 
speed; and the writer has more than once found it impossible, 
even at full gallop, to escape the pursuit of the bewildering 
vapours. 
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XVL Note 7. 
** Unseen the fatal Gwrach-y-Rhibyn screams." 

The Gwrach-y-Bhibyn, or " Hag of the Mist," is a superoa- 
taral being, supposed to reside in the dripping fog, commonly 
called a Scotch mist She is seldom or never seen, but often 
heard to scream loudly, and this supernatural shriek is generally 
supposed to portend misfortune to the hearer. 

" Amongst our Britons, even of the present day, Andras is a 
popular name for the Goddess Malen, or " the Lady ;" whom the 
vulgar call Y Yall, that is. Fauna fatua; and Mam y drwg, the 
Devil's dam ; or Y Wrach, the old Hag. Some regarded her as 
a flying spectre." 

Baxter^ 8 Glossary of British Antiquities, Art Andrasta. 

" Andraste, in antiquity, one of the female deities of the 
ancient Britons, supposed to have been the same as Venus or 
Diana." 

JRees's Encyclopcedia, Art Andraste. 

Probably Mallt y nos, (see Note 29 to C«rn Annwn,) Catws 
Wrach, Yr Hen Chrwchwd or " The old humpbacked one," a 
fiend in the shape of an old woman, with many other personages 
of a similar nature, are all identical with this Gwrach-y-Bhibyn, 
and are the representatives not of Venus or Diana, but of Cerid- 
wen, the Ceres of the Britons. 

In Carmarthenshire the spirit of the mist is represented as a 
white old roan, sitting on the hill sides just where the clouds 
appear to touch them, and is called y Brenhin Llwyd, '*the Grey 
King." There was a guardian spirit, like a white lady, said to 
be attached to the ancient mansion of Boverton Place, in Gla- 
morganshire, who was seen to pass away with a loud scream 
into a heavy fog, when the house was dismantled. 
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XVL Note 8. 

'^.Though with the mountains blend 
The fogs above." 

The inhabitants of comparitl?ely level countries can form but 
little idea of the very small elevation of the clouds above the 
earth in dull and rainy weather; but in hilly districts, the tops 
of very slight elevations are often invisible at such times for days 
together. 

XVm. Note 9. 
*< The storm has burst upon the mountain's head." 

The sudden effect produced upon a mountain torrent by one 
of those violent and sudden storms, which so often sweep across 
the broad breasts of the hills in elevated regions, is truly wonder- 
ful The writer has seen the Afan, a considerable stream in 
Glamorganshire, come down after a thunder storm in a wave the 
whole breadth of the stream, and as was easily ascertained by 
marks on the banks, upwards of two feet high ; it need scarcely 
be added, that the power of such a sudden deluge must be almost 
irresistible. The stony subsoil is sometimes laid completely 
bare, where one of these fearful waterspouts has burst upon the 
breast of a mountain. 

Quintus Curtius relates, that some of the soldiers of Alexander 
the Great who had encamped in the dry bed of a mountain torrent 
amongjthe mountains of Northern Persia, were swept away by a sud- 
den flood, caused by the bursting of a waterspout on the summits 
above; and which came upon them without further warnings 
than the roaring of the approaching waters, unintelligible- 
in the darkness of the night. 
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XVm. Note 10. 
^ From the wild wave what awfiil form uproars." 

The Torrent Spectra, or old man of the river, was a malignant 
spirit supposed to preside OTer and direct the destructiye coarse 
of the mountain torrents. 

** I had sauntered out to witness tlie scene, and the storm caught 
me whilst I was scrambling along a hill side; for a long time I 
sheltered under some rocks, watching the bursting of the huge 
clouds, and the plaj of the lightnings ; I heard the torrent below 
me rolling along, and erery now and then there would be the loud 
crash of a tree : after I bad been there some time, two men, 
drenched and terrified, sought shelter in the same place, there 
was a terrible ghastliness in their looks. " Tis a fearful storm," 
said one of them ; *^ Oh" said the other, ** what a look he had." 
** lolo Yardd," said the first, **did you see the Torrent Spectre just 
now?" '* Oh," said the second man again, ** what a look he had." 
The first man now drew up to me, and said, *' and did not you 
see the Torrent Spectre indeed, lolo; well, a man might hardly 
believe it, sure I never thought to see it with my own eyes." 
"Oh," said the second man again, *' what a look he had." 
*<Then" quoth the first, "to be sure I had heard tell of these 
things, and that there was one belonging to this river, but, oh, 
lolo, it is a terrible thing to see." " Well," said I, " tell me, what 
sort of a thing it was you did see." ** Oh, lolo," quoth the 
man ; "people say you know well enough what sort, but there" 
-— " We were working in the wood when the storm came on, 
and sheltered under the trees, when that fearfid cloud burst on 
the Garth, and a sea of water tumbled down the mountain &om 
it; and the river close under us filled in a minute, with one hurly 
wave after another, bearing great trees with the roots uppermost, 
and huge pieces of rock and earth, all ming mong along with it ; 
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one grew quite giddy by looking at it, and it rose, and rose, and 

rose, allin a sweeping hurly-burly, till it came near us, and yet, 

lolo, we could not find on ourselves to move from there, nor scarcely 

to raise our eyes from it, and every now and then the lightning 

would stream along it, and then it would be black, and whirl 

on again in gloom ; and as we were looking at it, Dio here, who 

was sheltering there with me, raised his two hands, and moved 

bis lips, but he failed to speak a word; and sure enough, just 

then I should see the Goblin on the torrent, with his long hair 

standing on end with a mist that surrounded him all ; he seemed 

to be laughing like a savage in sailing down the stream, about 

half out of the water ; every now and then he would seem to 

rise, like a fearful shadow half as high as the mountain, and 

then dwindle down again almost to the size of a man; and 

though he seemed all along to be sailing down with the torrent, 

yet he kept about the same place ; but tell us, loIo, did not you 

see it indeed ?** " Oh," said the second man, **what a look he 

had." 

TTie Vale of Glamorgan, p.p,, 257 — 261. 

lolo Yardd was one of a class now nearly extinct, the professed 
Bards or Minstrels ; and was well known throughout Wales, 
his real name was Williams. 

Believers in this strange superstition are yet to be met with in 
Glamorganshire. It is difficult to trace this fearful being 
amongst the Mythological personages of the Triads, unless he 
be one of the three Bull Dsemons of Britain, of whom the first 
was called EUyll Gwidarol, •* the Daemon of the whirling or wild 
stream;" the second, Ellyll Llyr Merini "the Daemon of the 
flowing sea;" the third, Ellyll Garthmeol Wledig, *' the Daemon 
of the sovereign,** these were probably personifications of pre- 
siding influences. 

See JJavies's Mythology of the Druids, 
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XIX. Note 11. 
** Skerr's bristling rocks the chafed waters lash." 

Skerr point is a long low reef of extr^nely nigged and honey- 
combed limestone rocks, stretching out into the Bristol Channel, 
between Porthcawl and Aberafon, and forming the eastern 
point of Swansea Bay. Before the erection of the numerous lights, 
which render this navigation comparatively easy, Skerr was a 
frequent scene of shipwrecks, and from the rugged and inhospi- 
table nature of the coast, assistance was seldom to be obtained ; 
besides which, the inhabitants of the neighbourhood were noto- 
rious wreckers. Almost close to the sea stands the fine old 
manor house of Skerr, surrounded by desolate shifting sands, 
forcibly reminding the wanderer of Tennyson's 

Locksley hall, that in the distance overlooks the sandy tracts. 

And the hollow ocean ridges roaring into cataracts. 

This ancient mansion is now occupied as a farm house. A mile 
or two to the westward, the river Cenfig empties itself into the 
bay from a desert of drift sand. 

XIX. Note 12. 
** Of wild Cyhiraeth borne upon the vale." 

"Some things are foreboded by the Cyhiraeth, ♦ • ♦ 
There are many who relate, how when they have been watching 
by the sea shore for wild fowl or foxes, or may be for a wreck, 
on a dark windy night, they have heard its moan ; at first at a 
distance, gradually approaching towards them along the edge of 
the waves, and then dying away as it were upon the gale, and 
when they fancied it had entire}y gone, it would suddenly shriek 
with a fearful loudness near them, and petrify them with hor- 
ror, the sound was so terrific and unearthly; then it would pass 
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and die away again to a distance, but they would still hear its 
moan, rising and falling, until it seemed to have travelled the 
shore quite beyond hearing. After such an instance they are 
always in expectation of a wredc, sometimes indeed it has been 
known to forerun or attend the casting of drowned bodies by the 
waves upon liie beach, but the common observation is, that when 
heard upon the sea or sea shore, it forbodes some notable sea 
disaster. Frequently too, upon such occasions, a dismal light is 
seen hovering on the waves, but this is not looked upon as in any 
way belonging to the Cyhiraeth, though it occurs at the same 
time, but as a sort of Caiiwyll Corph or corpse candle. " 

Vale of Glamorgan. 

A similar superstition prevails among the Bretons. 

" When the wind ripples the sea into wreaths of foam, the 
fishermen fancy that they hear melancholy murmurs stealing 
over the waves ; and behold the souls of the poor creatures who 
were wrecked rise upon the summits of the billows, and then in 
ghostly grief, pale and fugitive, melt away like froth. If one 
of these sad spirits happens to encounter the soul of some be- 
loved friend, the air is filled with cries of despair at the first 
glance of recognition. Sometimes the fishermen, sitting in their 
huts at night, hear a strange and mysterious melange of sounds 
over the bay, now low and sweet, now loud and turbulent, now 
trembling, groaning, and whistling with the rising of the surge." 
Foreign Quarterly Review, Jidy, 1843. 

" The little villages of the vale are also not unfrequently visited 
by the Cyhiraeth, and terrified by its moans passing through 
them in the depth of night; sometimes, as it goes by, something 
seems to flap against the cottage windows, or the windows may 
be will shake and tremble, the door fly open, and the whole house 
be filled with horror; and this generally occurs to every house 
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on the road side along which the Cyhiraeth passes. On these 
occasions it is regarded as the forerunner of some awful catas- 
trophe, the death may be of some one out of the common, or the 
untimely end of any one. I have heard old people say, that it 
has been remarked to precede the death of such as were of strayed 
minds, or of those who had lingered long in sickness, and also 
that it generally visits a village before the small pox, or any fatal 

epidemic.-* 

Vale of Glamorgan, p.p., 190—201. 

Very similar to the Cyhiraeth, were the storms, which the 

ancient Persians believed always to precede the death of such of 

their Kings as had shed much blood in war. This is mentioned 

from memory, but I believe an account of the prophecy, delivered 

by a sybil, that such should always be the case, will be found in 

Arrian. 
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RiDEST thou, death, upon the tainted air 

Unseen, unheralded, does thy dark wing 
No shadow cast, ere on this earth, all fair 

In life and loveliness, its dark plumes fling 
Their freezing spell, youth's green hopes withering? 

Ah no, the sickening leaves, long, long before 
They leave their airy homes slow fluttering 

To the moist earth, or whirling in the roar 
Of the wild melancholy winds, that sing 
Through autumn's widowed boughs loud dirges for 
the spring, 

11. 

As sadly conscious of the impending doom. 
Which hour by hour, and silent day by day 

Comes creeping on, prepare them for the tomb. 
And blushing into deeper hues, decay 

In the short glories of the autumnal ray: 
What though the sunny tinted forest seem 
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More gay than spring, we sadly gaze, and say, 

'Tis but the glitter of a morning dream, 
That in the broad glad sunbeam melts away; 
They fade, they fall, and we must surely fall as they. 

ni. 

Aye, we must fall, and shall there not be given 

Something to tell the soul that we must go, 
Or showered from angel's wings, some light of 
heaven 

Flash in our eyes, that sorrowing friends may know 
Ere long our place shall be no more below. 

And not alone in our glazed eyes shall shine 
Some sparkle of the glory floods, that flow 

In lightnings round the Eternal's throne divine; 
But spirit-tokens darkly shall foreshow, 
The king of terrors near, for nations deem 'tis so.(0 

IV. 

O'er the dark rounded swelling hills that rose 
Yet scarcely hoary with the quiet snows. 
That dimly white among the dark grass lay, 
A toilworn traveller took his trackless way. 
Though dull the night, and in the low'ring sky 
No silver stars were twinkling cheerfully. 
Though o'er the heaven was spread so dark a cloud, 
On earth its very shadow seemed a shroud, 
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Which envying man the pale cold light, that stole 
In inspiration o'er his raptured soul, 
And raised his soaring thoughts, far, fur above 
The middle air where that gross cloud must move ; 
Longed when the moon's still light but once had shone 
On its dark wreaths, to have her all its own. 
And force her on its boiling breast to throw 
The smiles she meant to gladden earth below. 
Though every uncouth hill, that towered on high 
A friendly landmark to the traveller's eye. 
Was lost amid the growing, deepening gloom, 
That buried earth's glad features like a tomb ; 
Yet in unerring course that wanderer trod 
With still unwearied step the trackless sod. 

V. 

What though his halting gait, and pale cheek be 
Traces of war and stem captivity: 
Those days are flown, almost forgotten now. 
And 'neath that careworn and yet smiling brow. 
Young hope and love illume with wonted light 
The eye that sickness taught to shine less bright. 
What recked he of the wound, that sent once more 
His exiled foot to tread his native shore? 
What recked he now of that fierce agony, 
That blanched his cheek, and quenched his flashing 
eye? 
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The voice, aye e'en the hope, the thoaght of. love 
In that pale cheek the flagging blood shall move; 
And love's mild glance in his soul-beaming eye 
Shall speak as fondly as in days gone by: 
Nay, more, the varying fortunes he has past. 
The scenes 'mongst whicb the soldier's lot is cast, 
Each tale of woe, and red war's deathwork grim, 
He knows, will eloquently plead for him. 

VI. 

Oh ! tell not me, that man, blest man can know 
Nought on this fair green earth but tears and woe, 
Though by the flaming sword of justice driven, 
So soon, alas, from Eden's earthly heaven: 
Yet one dear dream of half celestial bliss 
In youth's short, too short hours alone, is his. 
So sweet, e'en age's pleasant thoughts must be, 
Oft but his first young love's green memory 
Beaming in rainbow colours, through the tears 
That dim the thoughts of long past happy years ; 
As on benighted earth the pale moon's ray 
Coldly reflects the burning glance of day. 

vn. 

Where the ascetic Koran's rules refuse 
The wild excitement of the grape's red juice, 
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To a.more potent spell the soil gives birth, 
To burst the bonds that chain the soul to earth, 
And their entranced votary feels and lives 
In the blest dreams alone that opium gives ; 
And in that hour his raptured soul can rest 
On naught but what can make her deem she's blest, 
Then nature, ever^fair, yet shines anew 
Drest in some nameless fresh celestial hue, 
Unearthly music breathes in every sounds 
Odours of heaven from every flower float round ; 
Through the thrilled veins the trembling pulses flow. 
As if that drug could each warm drop endow 
With life, and thought, and feeling all its own. 
And sense, but, oh, for happiness alone. 

vni. 

Like that, yet far more potent and more blest, 
Love sways the rapt, enchanted, spell-bound breast ; 
Gives a soft whispering voice to every breeze. 
Clothes in fresh hues of light the emerald trees. 
Glows in the breast, his raptures who can tell 
Who loves j and hopes, trusts, knows he's lov'd as well? 
But unlike that strange poison of the mind. 
Love, fled for ever, leaves no sting behind. 
No dream of horror ; but the calm regret 
Of those fond hours whose sun of bliss has set 



102 TALES OP THE CYMRY. 

On scenes by recollection's starlight seen, 
While clouds of kind oblivion flit between, 
And midst the visions blest to memory dear, 
Hide every darker speck that claims a tear. 

IX. 

At length from a bleak hill's commanding height. 
His anxious eye looked forth into the night, 
Beneath him now his native village lay,(2) 
And here and there a taper's glimmering ray 
Shone, like the pale north star that sailoirs bless. 
To guide his steps to home and happiness ; 
But e'er he reached the green, the old oak shade. 
Where many an hour his infant feet had strayed, 
The fading lights had melted into gloom, 
And all was dark and silent as a tomb. 
And a vague sense of causeless half felt dread 
Chilled his glad heart, and checked his hastening tread. 
A cold fear pass'd across his shuddering mind, 
Where are the friends, the home he left behind ? 
His fond old mother, ? she perhaps is laid 
To rest in yon lone churchyard's quiet shade ; 
His friends? they knew not of his coming now. 
Or many a merry eye and laughing brow 
Had met him on the lonely mountain track. 
Eager to greet the welcome wanderer back : 
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And now he paused, and almost feared to meet 
Some well known face in that lone silent street. 

X. 

Before his father's door he stood at last^ 
The spot where youth's bright hours of bliss flew past, 
Dwell still in that old well-known cottage now 
The same kind hearts that loved him long ago ? 
To his first touch the yielding door gave way, 
From the damp darkness shot no cheering ray, 
No clock's dull drowsy voice through the slow night 
Told of the creeping time's still steady flight ; 
No sound was heard, save when the midnight blast 
With mournful howl down the wide chimney past, 
And the void frame that in the window hung. 
On its worn hinge harsh creaking, idly swung : 
And as he stood aghast, from her dark mew 
In the rent thatch a white owl screeching flew, 
And as her noiseless pinions sweep the walls, 
On the damp floor the crumbling plaster falls. 
With sickening heart he turned, and all bereft 
Of one fond hope the tottering roof he left. 

XL 

But see, what watcher's taper glows afar 
Through the black darkness gleaming like a star? 
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Shooting its long bright rays of steady light, 
Into the viewless gloom of the thick night. 
It is, it must be her's, ah no, perchance 
'Tis but the bogfire's pale deceitful glance ;(3) 
"Yet 'tis from Mary's cot, that watchfire bright, 
But could she know that I would come to night; 
No, for some happier youth that light must burn. 
And homeless, friendless, loveless I return. " 
By the uncurtained casement soon he stood, 
Is this a scene to warm his fear-chilled blood ? 
This the first sight to greet the wanderer's eye ? 
Eeturned he but to see his Mary die ? 
On a low couch her wasted figure lay. 
And by that lonely taper's sickly ray 
Her large dark glassy eyes gleam, mildly bright 
As the first gem on the grey pall of night ; 
The lustre slow consumption only gives. 
To cheat our hopes while her doomed victim lives, 
Death's fellest emissary, that would wrest 
From our fond grasp her prey when loveliest. 
Yet oh, perchance while sickness steals away 
With slow sure hand from that frail fading clay, 
The merry buoyant laugh of health and glee, 
The crimson glow of health, the footsteps free, 
Death, half unwilling yet to seize his prize, 
Lights angel lustre in her calm sad eyes, (4) 
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And bids her linger yet on earth to be 

A brief fair dream of immortality ; 

A token kind to wondering mortals given, 

To teach how earthly eyes may shine in heaven. 

XII. 

One calm stiU eve he watched her sink to rest, 
Her thin transparent hand his fingers prest, 
And half relaxed, its gentle grasp still kept 
With fond unconscious pressure while she slept ; 
"With soft low measured sighs her bosom swelled, 
And the loose zone that her dark tresses held. 
Left the thick glossy wreaths of jet, to spread 
In rich confusion round her drooping head : 
And on that alabaster cheek there came 
A hectic flush, consumption's fatal flame, 
That 'mid the pale transparent seemed to glow 
Like the warm sun's red light on winter's snow. 
That gilds the glittering landscape into gloom, 
And wastes the beauties which its smiles illume. 
Dreams of old times her fitful slumbers broke. 
Of days of joy, and love, and health she spoke. 
And 'mid those broken accents frequent came, 
Like music on his soul, her lover's name. 
How sweet that ne'er forgotten hour, how dear, 
When love first breathes his vows in beauty's ear, 
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When thoughts are words, when throbbing hedxts 

are young, 
And passion's inspiration prompts the tongue. 
In soft low tones to hear those dear lips tell 
What, though long known, was never known so well. 
Blest though the hour when first young lovers meet, 
Yet oh, how far, far more than doubly sweet 
The thousand circumstances, that passed by 
By all but watchful love's delighted eye. 
Say to one heart, and who besides can see ; 
"My thoughts, my hopes, my life, are all for thee. " 

xin. 

E'en on the bleakest mountain's shingly brow 
The feathery fern and purple heath can grow ; 
On the stern cliff, where the wild surges fling 
Their salt breath, whitening the tornado's wing, 
The hardy samphire's stunted branches shoot(5) 
In grey green vigour from their rock-fast root; 
And on yon sandhills, whose fantastic form 
Changes with every breath of every storm. 
The sandrush firmly rooted far below(6) 
Waves whisp'ringly while the strong stormgusts blow: 
So when their sternest frowns misfortunes wear. 
When threatening lour the clouds of dark despair, 
When the wild blasts of trouble's tempests tear 
And whirl our hope's foundations into air, 
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Some gleam of hope steals through the black profound, 
Some rootlet clings yet to the treacherous ground. 
Till brightly gleaming yet its dying fires, 
Hope's light, and then alone, with life expires : 
So, on that hectic cheek, and sleep-fiushed brow 
Hope's eye but saw returning health's warm glow, 
And as he stooped to kiss the forehead fair 
That gleamed beneath those wreaths of wandering 

hair, 
He almost deemed a freeer breath he drew. 
His fond hopes plumed their flagging wings anew, 
And dreams of long long days of happiness 
O'er his glad heart in throbbing transport press. 

XIV. 

The ti^er now that lent its glimmering ray 
To that still scene, slow waning died away, 
Save when a flickering momentary flame 
From its red smouldering embers glancing came ; 
Like mind's last brilliant flashes, that illume 
Man's entrance to the dark jaws of the tomb ; 
When the strong struggling spirit seems to be 
From its dark earthly prison house half free, 
Till the pure deathless essence flings' away 
From its clear senses their thick veil of clay, 
And soaring all unshackled to the sky, 
Claims its bright birthright, immortality. 
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Beneath the growing darkness' drowsy spell 

In half unconscious sleep his eyelids fell, 

And dreams all indistinct and undefined 

In dim confusion crowd his wondering mind. 

Gliding half seen, half felt, o'er some strange scene, 

As shadows of the floating clouds are seen. 

With shapeless outline all unmarked, to glide 

Swiftly across the sunny mountain's side. 

At length a sudden start his slumbers broke, 

And in the dark still quiet night he woke. 

And but the sleeper's breathing met his ear. 

To tell his soul that ought of life was near. 

XV. 

What dim blue glimmer meets his startled eye ?(7) 
Long e'er he slept he watched the taper die, 
The first grey light of morn is distant yet, 
Behind yon hill long since the moon has set, 
And the black clouds that walk the heavens, veil 
From darkened earth the starlight as they sail. 
Yet o'er her head that light mysterious hung. 
And to and fro amid the night air swung: 
Too well that fiame his fainting spirit knew 
Death's harbinger, the corpse light glimmering blue; 
At the pale flame his reckless hand he dashed, 
Into a thousand glittering sparks it flashed, 
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For one short moment died to gloom, and then 
O'er her doomed head was glimmering again. 

XVI. 

Sickening he sought the cool fresh air of night, 
See, what dim figures crowd upon his 8ight?(8) 
Unbodied, pale as night, the train sweeps by, 
Wavering and shapeless as the night-winds sigh; 
And ever still before them, gliding slow 
And silently, those pale blue tapers go, 
.And on, and on, the dim procession creeps. 
Where in yon yew's dark shade the churchyard 
sleeps. (9) 

With trembling hand he veiled his awe-struck eyes, 
Then on his ear low rose the mourners* cries, 
And then in funeral pace the rustling feet 
Wake the still echoes of the silent street. 
And a strange dirge of wild unearthly notes 
Rising and falling on the soft wind floats; 
But when he looked again, the strain was o'er, 
And that sad spirit-music wailed no more. 
But the blue shimmering light of death he sees 
Twinkling afar among the churchyard trees. 

XVIL 

Through dull white fogs the early morning shed 
Its dim weak light around the sufferer's bed, 
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The dark and heavy clouds were clinging low 
And lazily around the mountain's brow, 
All silently the small rain fell, and lay 
In pearl upon the short grass still and grey, 
And the gay sparkling laughing streamlet moans 
With hoarser Toice among the wet cold stones, 
While, ever and anon, the gathering rain 
Courses in thick drops down the midty pane. 

XVIII. 

He watched her, not in hope, alas, for now 
Death's seal was set upon that marble brow; 
There was the thin transparent skin that strains 
Its tightened wrinkles o'er the fading veins 
There was the glassy and abstracted eye, 
Quick glancing all around uneasily, 
Yet beaming softly as it grew more dim 
Its fading looks of dying love on him 
For whom she lived, and melancholy pride, 
Of his sunk spirit loving whom she died, 
And smiles, so faint they vanished m they grew, 
Played on her thin parched lips all cold and blue, 
As flutteringly her gentle bosom heaves, 
As on a summer mom the aspen leaves. 
Her breath's last sighs so gently, stilly flow. 
The ringlets stir pot on her breast of snow. 
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XIX. 

Faint and more faint, almost to nothingness. 
The ebbing pulses on his fingers press, 
Weak and more weak, her long white fingers grasp, 
Relaxing slow, the hand they strive to clasp, 
Down on her couch in utter weakness flow, 
And colder, c<5lder, colder, colder grow. 
Her lips are moving, perhaps she tries to speak ; 
That crimson stain has faded from her cheek ; 
Mark in her pallid face that altered air; 
See what a heavenly smile is beaming there, 
Closed are those weary, fading, glazing eyes; 
How peacefuUy she sleeps, how calmly dies. 



NOTES TO THE CANWYLL CORPH. 



III. Note 1. 
" The King of terrors near, for nations deem 'tis so.*' 

Hardly any tribe, even the most savage and unimaginative 
of the negro tribes of central Africa, who hardly possess even a 
distinct language, are without some belief in supernatural sounds 
and appearances preceding and predicting death. 

IX. Note 2. 

** Beneath him now his native village lay." 

The story upon which the present poem has been founded, was 
related to the writer in the village of Coychurch, in Glamorgan- 
shire, the birthplace of Twm Bach, or '* lirtle Tom," a peripatetic 
bard of some notoriety in the last century. The village described 
in the poem is however wholly imaginary. 

XL Note 3. 
" 'Tis but the bogfire's pale deceitful glance." 

Although few, excepting the inhabitants of mountainous coun- 
tries, have seen " that merry wanderer of the night," Will of the 
Wisp, all must have read and heard many a ghastly tale of hap- 
less benighted wanderers ** lured to their doom" in swamp or 
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quagmire, by these *' flying phantoms/* which are generally be- 
lieved by the ignorant to be evil spirits. Some years ago, the 
form, face, and wings of the " animal," said to be the nucleus of 
this light, were circumstantially described in a short paper in the 
Mirror, which seemed to bear the marks of implicit faith on the 
part of the narrator. The writer has repeatedly seen this sin- 
gular light both upon bogs, and even upon the mountain roads of 
Glamorganshire, dancing along before him, and apparently adapt- 
ing its pace to that of his horse; and so closely does it often 
resemble the light from a lantern carried by a person walking, 
that it requires a little resolution on a dark night, to avoid fol- 
lowing it, when it leaves the road for some boggy place, as it 
almost always eventually does. In such cases the luminous ap- 
pearance probably arises from phosphoretted hydrogen gas 
produced by the decomposition of some organic matter, like the 
light from decaying wood ; but in many instances, the nocturnal 
wanderers seem to be of electrical orig^, when the ears of the 
traveller's horse, the extremity of his whip, his spurs, or any 
other projecting points appear tipped with pencils of light The 
writer was once witness to this in a very extraordinary degree, 
during cold weather in the month of January, 1842, on the 
mountain road from Maesteg to Aberafon : upon this occasion, 
the toes of the rider's boots, and even the tufts of hair at the 
fetlocks of his horse, appeared to burn with a steady blue light, 
and on the hand being extended, every finger immediately bo- 
came tipped with fire. All these appearances are known by the 
Welsh by the nafhe of EUyll Dan or " Goblin fire." A small 
valley, a tributary of the Hhondda fawr on the Monmouthshire 
frontier of Glamorgan, is said to be very remarkable for the 
brilliancy and frequency of these appearances, which have 
gained for it the reputation of being haunted also by spirits of 
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darker eharaoter ; if ihe writer mistakes not, it is a goblin of this 
dingle of which the Rev>erend Edmund Jones gi^es an authentic 
figure, in his veracious work on Welsh superstitions; these stories 
have earned for the dell the name of the Valley of glooms ot 
spirits. 

Mr. Allies says, that some of the strange lights 6f the Welsh 
would guide travellers into the right path, but of these I hare 
never heard. 

•**In the year 1 835, 1 gave an account of great manyftusts which 
I collected, and which were published in my pamphlet. ** On the 
old red sandstone of Worcestershire and Herefordshire,*' 
relative to that remarkable and interesting phenomenon called the 
Ignis fatuus, or Will o*th Wisp, but I never had the pleasure 
of seeing it myself until the night of the 3 1st of December, 1839, 
in two meadows and a stubble field on the north side of Brook 
house, situated about a mile from Ponrick village, near the Upton 
road. I had for several nights before been on the look out there 
for it, but was told by the inhabitants of the house that previously 
to that night it was too cold. I noticed it from one of the upper 
windows intermittingly for about half an hour, between ten and 
eleven o'clock, at the distance of some one to two hundred yards 
off me. Sometimes it was only like a flash in the pan on the 
ground, at other times it rose up several feef and fell to the earth, 
and became exting^shed, and many times it proceeded horizon- 
tally from fifty to one hundred yards with an undulating motion, 
like the flight of the green woodpecker, and about as rapid ; and 
once or twice it proceeded with considerable rapidity upon or close 
to the ground. 

** The light of this Ignis fatuus, or rather of these Ignes fatui, 
was very dear and strong, much bluer than that of a candle, and 
Very like that of an electric spark, and some of them looked 
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larger, and as bright as the star Slrius; of course they look dim 
when seen in ground fogs, but there was not any fog on the night in 
question; there was however a muddy closeness in the atmosphere, 
and at the same time a considerable breeze from the South West. 
Those Will o*th Wisps which shot horizontally, invariably pro- 
ceeded before the wind towards the North East * * There was s 
very considerable quantity of rain on the 4th of January, but it 
ceased at five o*clock in the evening; and from about seven till 
eight the meteors appeared several times at the spot in question, 
but as there was not any wind they went in various directions. 

*'0n the night of the 5th of January, (which was starlight,) I 
observed a few flashes on the grround at the turn of the evening, 
but it soon after became cold and firosty, and I saw no more of 
them either on that or the two succeeding nights. I did not see 
any lightning during the whole of these observations, which were 
made by others of the house as well as myself. The soil of the 
locality is clay with considerable beds of gravel interspersed 
thereon." 
AUies on the Ignis fatuus, or Will o*th Wisp, and Fairies, p.p. 1,2,8. 

Mr. Allies gives the following names of the Ignus fatuus: 
" Hoberdy's lantern," " Hobany's lantern," " Hob and his 
lantern," " Jack o'lantem," and " Will o'th Wisp:" to which may 
be added the Scotch " Spunkie." 

The luminous bodies frequently seen in stormy weather upon 
the extremities of the yards and trucks of the masts of vessels at 
sea, and known among sailors by the name of Corposants, are 
probably analogous to the electrical form of the Will o*th Wisp. 

XL Note 4. 

<* Lights angel lustre in her calm sad eyes." 

" Lover, do not trust her eyes, 

When they sparkle most, she dies." Kirke White, 



116 TALES OF THE CYMRT. 

Xni. Note 5. 
" The hardy samphire's stunted branches shoot" 

The samphire, (Crithmum maritimum of Linnaeus,) grows only 
upon the most rugged and exposed maritime rocks, where hardly 
any other plant can find a '* coign of vantage;*' and its long tough 
roots running many feet into the smallest crevices, it almost 
appears to grow more luxuriantly in proportion to the inhospi- 
tality of its home. Shakespeare tells of ** one that gathers sam- 
phire," iQ his description of his Dover cliff, where the plant still 
grows abundantly ; it was then, as now, much esteemed as a pickle. 

** Sampere, both raw and sodden, is eaten as a waste, or a com- 
mon mete herbe, that is eaten in sallet, or.other wyse; it is also 
kept in bryne. This manner of keeping of Sampere that Dios- 
corides speaketh of here, is at this day kept by the sea syde in 
England." 

The Herbal (/ WiUiam Turner, Doctor of-Pkisick, 1568. p. 172. 

XIII. Note 6. 

** The sandrush firmly rooted deep below." 
The sandrush or Marram, ( Ammophila arenaria of botanists) 
is a common plant upon the barren shifting sandhills which skirt 
so much of the coast of our island, and is of great use in fixing 
the unstable surface of its native deserts by its long tough creep- 
ing roots, often many feet long : in some districts, especially in 
the outer Hebrides, it is extensively planted to stem the floods of 
sand which will sometimes during a heavy gale cover many acres 
of land in a few hours. At Fembrey^ in Carmarthenshire, the 
leaves of this grass are woven into a sort of matting, which is 
well known as Pembrey matting, and extensively used in that 
neighbourhood. 

See also Note 3 to the Torrent Spectre. 
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XV. Note 7. 
*' What pale blue glimmer meets his startled eye.'* 

"The superstition of Can^yll Corph, or " Corpse candles," a 
mysterious light which is a presage of approaching death, ap- 
pears to be peculiar to Wales, and it has even been maintained 
that the appearance is confined to the diocese of Saint David's; 
but now, at least, the belief in it is fully as strong in Glamorgan- 
shire, and indeed some Welsh antiquaries contend, that this sign 
of approaching dissolution was first vouchsafed by their patron 
saint to his former bishopric of Caerleon, in Monmouthshire. 

"Qorpse candles are always considered as forerunners of funerals ; 
they pursue the exact course to be taken by the bodies whose 
last journeys and final places of earthly repose they are supposed 
to trace and determine. Various are the limits prescribed to 
their influence and periods of accomplishment; some say that the 
deaths thus anticipatingly illustrated must take place before the 
termination of the year in which the candles occur, others either 
extend or circumscribe such limits. The colour and size of the 
candle are however considered quite decisive of the age and sex 
of the doomed ; a red candle goes before the funeral of a male, 
and a pale one before that of a female ; a large one before a full 
grown person, a small taper before a child, and so in proportion 
for intermediate ages. A man cut off in the full vigour of health 
and strength is preceded by an immense flambeau. 

"These candles are said to proceed from the chambers of the 
persons whose deaths are thus prognosticated to their graves, 
and their undulations represent the irregular motions of the biers, 
for they are subject to all the obstructions the ensuing funerals 
are to undergo." 

NoUa to WilUams'i Cdyn Dciphyn, p. U6. 
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A singular instance occurred in the writer's own knowledge, 
where an old woman, a noted seer, strenuously maintained that 
she saw a corpse candle go from the house of one of her neigh- 
bours, a robust and healthy man, whose death she predicted 
accordingly; and strange to say, much to the edification and 
establishment of old Joan's believers, the man died within a fortnight 
after only a day or two's illness. It is almost needless to remark, 
that a single coincidence of this sort is more than enough to 
counterbalance many years of growing education and intelligence, 
especially where the faith in apparitions has been, (by the present 
generation at least,) imbibed with their mother's milk. 

A poor woman at Llangenney, in Gower, told the writer 
with tears in her eyes all the particulars of the corpse candle 
which preceded the death of her " dear little maid," and which 
she declared she had herself seen. 

For further particulars about corpse candles, and sundry 
Teracious and well attested accounts of their appearance and 
fulfilment, the reader may consult the work of the Bey. Edmund 
Jones, already mentioned; a treasury of superstition, where he 
may " sup full of horrors," in doubt whether to admire most the 
extraordinary machinery of the stories, or the evidently implicit 
faith of the Reverend narrator. 

XVI. Note 8. 
" See what grey figures crowd upon his sight** 

Besides the Corph Canwyll, which term appears to be applied 
exclusively to the appearance of a light or fire, or at most a hand 
carrying it, there are other prognostics of approaching death, 
among which the principal is the Tolaeth ; this does not appear 
to be quite so well defined as the last, being sometimes seen, 
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sometimes heard; appearing sometimes as a funeral procession, 
or a corpse on a bier moving without apparent bearers, accom- 
panied or not bj a corpse candle ; more frequently it was heard 
as a rapping at the front door, (seldom opened in a Welsh farm 
house except upon solemn occasions,) a mourning at the fire side, 
a noise as of many feet moving about the house with some heavy 
burden. Carpenters firequently hear a noise as of a coffin made 
in their workshops at night; for further particulars see The 
Yale of Glamorgan. 

The following belief which prevails in the Islo of Artz in 
Britany is a species of Tolaeth: — 

'* In the long winter nights, when the^shermen's wives, whose 
husbands are out at sea, are scared from their uneasy sleep by 
the rising of the tempest, they listen breathlessly for certain 
sounds, to which they attach a fatal meaning. If they hear a 
low and monotonous noise of waters falling drop by drop at the 
foot of the bed, and find that it has not been caused by natural 
means and that the floor is dry, it is the unerring token of ship- 
wreck, the sea has made them widows." 

Foreign Quarterly Review, Jtdy, 1843. 

XVL Note 9. 

"With trembling hand he veiled his awe -struck eyes, 
Then on his ear low rose the mourners' sighs." 

One very remarkable circumstance universally stated to attend 
the Tolaeth, is that it is only perceptible to one sense at a time, to 
see it when heard, it is only necessary to stop the ears; and so, 
when seen, it may be heard if the eyes are closed, but it is never 
at once both seen and heard. A man at Coity assured me, that 
on three successive evenings he had met a funeral procession in 
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4he prineipal street of the village, and that he had repeatedly tried 
the experiment and always with the same result; " but," added 
my informant, '* it was when I was a erot of a boy and more bold 
than wise.** It is extremely difficult to aooount for so singular a 
feature in a mere matter of popular snpecstition. 



THE CEFFYL-Y-DWFR. 



THE CEFFYL-Y-DWFR. 



Is the world old? sixty slow centuries 

Solemnly sweeping on with silent wing 
Each after each, through time's dark starless skies 

Have passed in turn; and like the filmy thing 
Of life and beauty, which the sunbeams bring 

From the bright bosom of the summer riyer, 
To sport till the next light breeze, murmuring 

In music through the grass, its plumes shall shiver. 
Those solemn centuries are past, and past for ever. 

n. 

And as perchance when some gay childish hand 
In sport shall kindle these my fleeting lays. 

And half astonished, half delighted, stand 
To watch the flaring and unsteady blaze, 
Q 
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So flared those years while nations stood at gaze; 

And as spark after spark the embers die, 
And the fire wandering in the ashes strays, 

Till the grey flakes through the wide chimney fly. 
Darkened in dust e'en so the light of years goes by. 

in. 

And in the haunts of men, although they strive 

To deem themselves immortal, and to be 
Forgetful of the death for which they live ; 

Worn monuments of heroes old we see 
Whose very names are lost to memory, 

Rent tower, and rifted arch, and crumbling wall. 
Fanes mouldering in hoary sanctity. 

And oh, more touching token still than all. 
Old old grey tottering men, that seem but not to falL 

IV. 

Yet the world grows not old; though restless time. 

Ever advancing, with him bears away 
From every living thing, in every dime. 

Beauty, and youth, and life: yet the bright ray 
Kindles a-firesh each mom the dewdrops grey. 

The sunshine gladdens still the dancing rills, 
0*er the yoong flowers the mountain breezes stray. 

The summer shower the air with freshness fills 
And earth is youthful yet among her ancient hills. 
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And there the wanderer, who would seek to know 

Earth as she came from her Creator's hand. 
Far from the city's hum must careless go, 

Leaving behind him every sordid band 
That links his soul to things that men have planned. 

And 'neath some mighty mountain's giant shade 
Gazing in awe-struck worship let him stand. 

And mark on the broad landscape round him laid, 
How small the paltry things presumptuous man has 
made. 

VI. 

And there, if haply the poetic soul. 

That warmed earth's rudest, youngest sons, be his. 
He too will deem, that in the streams that roll 

In mimic thunder o'er the precipice. 
And in the wandering winds that howl and hiss 

Bound the bleak summit, and the winds that moan 
In the dark vale, some sprite exiled from bliss 

Away from men has fixed his viewless throne. 
O'er his wild realm while earth shall last to reign alone. 

VII. 

Nor let him blame the reverential awe 
Of nature's majesty, that in the mind 
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Of the primeval Celt, who owned no law, 

Whose fierce strong will no social tie could bind 

Rose at the thunder's voice and roaring wind; 
While from his shaggy brow and wild blue eye 

Looked forth the anticipating soul, to find 
Some guiding star amid that darkened sky. 

To point its wandering steps to paths of light on high: 

vni. 

Nor wonder, that his fancy peopled then 

The scenes around him, far too fair to be 
All desolate, with beings to whom men 

Were as the bubbles floating on the sea 
Where the huge sea beast rolls in clumsy glee: 

Yet from an innate sense of strength, could deem 
That mind could tame what mind alone could see, 

And that imagination's wildest dream 
Before the bold firm soul shrank back to breese or 
stream. 

IX. 

'Twas a fair summer's eve; the western light 
Had ebbed in floods of gold, the golden gleams 
Had faded into rainbows, their bright hues 
Had melted into twilight calm and cold, 
Against whose green transparent the bold hills 
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Loomed with a dark sharp outline, and the grass, 

That damp with cool fresh dew poured forth in clouds 

An earthy pleasant fragrance, seemed to rise 

As if through a dark shade that clung to earth 

In mimic thickets of green polished blades, 

Lit by the rays of the new risen moon 

That darted horizontal from the £ast. 

At such an hour who feels not in his soul 

A spirit worshipping all nature, pure 

And earthless, if the soul be given from heaven, 

And who that feels his soul can doubt? sure this. 

The power to feel, to love the beautiful. 

Is of that heavenly essence the most heavenly. 

How lovely is this solitary spot, 

Yet here at eve the peasant shuns to tread. 

The shepherd, though benighted on the hill. 

Seeks not the shelter of this quiet dell: 

For in yon deep still lake that gleams afar 

Beneath the frowning cliff, they deem there dwells 

A fearful water fiend.(i) 

X. 

Yet some bold step 
Rustles along the fern, and a glad voice 
Awakes the slumbering echoes of the hiUs; 
'Tis a bold heart that dares to walk at eve 
The horse fiend's dell; yet he fears not, the rocks 
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Ring to his merry song, and his gay laugh, 
When his spurs, gear unfit for such a path, 
Catch in the purple heather's trailing stems: 
Until his eye, that wandered careless round 
Fell on the deep still lake, that far before 
Gleamed in the double light of night and day; 
Then, as the com, yielding to the calm breath 
Of a stray summer breeze, sways whispering 
In undulating waves of gold, a shudder 
Resistless crept upon him; he has sworn 
This night to beard the water-sprite who dwells 
In the black depths of yon mysterious mere, 
And his stout heart, that mid the battle's breath 
Had seemed to court destruction, dared to boast 
He feared not in heaven, or earth, or hell, 
Or mortal or immortal, in the breath 
Of the cool mountain air, amid the wild 
Eternal solitude of this lone spot. 
Shrinks all dismayed from the unequal strife 
'Twixt little man and immortality. 

XI. 

On still he passed, but silent now, the thought 

Of his rash boasting, and a growing awe 

Of his wild purpose hung upon his soul. 

And checked the merry song, the laugh that rose 

To his unopened lips; and as the breeze 
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Whispered among the fern, or some dry stick 

Snapped sharp his foot, with sadden fear 

He started, and the disobedient blood 

Rushed from his chilled frame to his burning cheek, 

Then fled again as quickly, while the sweat 

Stood in cold clammy drops upon his brow: 

Yet as the pine tree, laden with thick masses 

Of cold white snow, and bending to the earth 

Its yielding arms, soon as the warm south wind 

Shakes off the chilling burden, rears again 

Its boughs elastic to their native air. 

So oft he strove to drive away the fears 

He scarce deemed visionary, yet despised; 

Till his soul triumphed o'er timidity; 

Bracing up every thought, as one who aims 

A mighty blow, strains oft his clenched hand, 

And hardens' all his muscles, till the sinews 

Stand out like wire upon the unyielding flesh. 

XII. 

Nor strove he thus in vain, for when he reached 
The brow of the tall cliff, and the still lake 
Lay smiling deep and calm beneath the moon. 
He felt no dread, he thought not then of fear. 
He gloried only in the mighty thought 
That all was his ; no other mortal eye 
Looked upon all that beauty ; but he grieved 
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He could not gaze for ever; the broad flood 
Of moonlight seemed to flow upon his heart, 
Till his whole soul was drank with extasj, 
And seemed almost to be incarnated 
In every beauty of that wilderness. 

XIIL 

Deep in the dark blue mirror at his feet 

Reflected stars twinkled in sympathy 

With those above, so in the soul of man 

The deepest thoughts are closest linked to heaven. 

And so, as when the light breeze whispering swept 

The quiet lake, mingling those silver rays 

Into one flashing sea of broken beams, 

Some earthly thought, sweeping but the mere surface 

Of our unstable souls, confuses all 

Our heaven-sent dreams, and leaves behind a vision 

Brighter perchance, aye dazzling, but dependant 

Upon a wind, that brings with it too oft 

A cloud to shroud the soul in mist for ever. 

XIV. 

How long he gazed he knew not, who can count 
The hours we spend with nature, but at last 
His reverie was broken, and the moon 
Was sloping slowly to the golden halls 
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Where lingers to the last the light of day. 

Then fortifying still his firm resolve 

With every doubt philosophy could urge, 

He sought the margin of the lake, and threw 

With his bare hand the water high in air. (2) 

From the smooth bosom of the lake rose up 

A light white cloud between him and the moon, 

So thin, it seemed that the pale silver rays 

Fell scarce less brightly on his eyes, and yet 

There floated 'midst the vapours, half resolved 

Into the unstable cloud, like dozing dreams 

Now seen a moment, now invisible. 

The shadowy figure of a giant steed. 

Coal black, his flowing mane dishevelled lost 

In the grey mist, and his red burning eyes 

Almost extinguished, as the stars that wink 

Dimly and faintly in an autumn eve, 

When slow cold winds are laden with dank dew: 

But as it slowly nearer came, the form 

Grew more and more defined, though shifting still 

And vapoury it seemed; so the light rack 

That sweeps in wreaths across the far blue sky 

Before the animating gales of spring, 

Oft on the horizon gathering, clings condensed 

In tempest clouds, pregnant with thunder, packed 

In piles of solid sombre majesty. 
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XV. 

Now close by Owen's side upon the bank 
The infernal courser stood, and the light shroud 
That hung around him, as their filmy veils 
Float round the dark eyed daughters of the East, 
Melted into the moonlight pure and cold. 
As large soft snowflakes vanish in a brook. 
Before he feared not, for his soul was bound 
Beneath a spell of wonder ; and we fear not 
When we are wondering, but now still less 
Could he feel fear, in admiration lost 
Of the dark steed, whose faultless symmetry 
Proclaimed him sure no horse of mortal mould. 
And when with quiet gesture drooping low 
His outstretched head, and putting forth his foot 
To paw the shining pebbles on the beach. 
He seemed to proffer to the rider's hand 
The rein that rested on his jetty mane, 
Where lives the man, that in his inmost soul 
Has felt the fierce exulting extasy 
Of fearless horsemanship, who would not then 
Have risked all earth, for the delirious joy 
Of one wild gallop on that fearful steed ? 

XVI. 

A thought, a look, a bound, his fixed knees 
Embrace his saddle, and his steady hand 
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Grasps fast the tightened rein; they bound, they fly. 
The lake has vanished, and the quiet banks 
Scarce echo back his loud triumphant shout 
To the still regions of the clear pure air 
The hills reel past, his soul is mad with speed. 
Yet faster, faster still, the hot blood flutters 
Quick through his tingling cheek and quivering lip, 
'Tis bliss, 'tis heaven, and scarce more perfect bliss 
Could be, except in madder swifter speed. 

xvn. 

Let not the bloated votary of the grape 

Boast of his sensual joy, when in the mists 

Of dull intoxication he has dimmed 

The heaven-sent light of mind to the apathy 

Of blunted sensibilities, the pleasure 

Of nature's lowest children; or the lord 

Of Eastern harem, with his dreamy eye 

Tell of the happy visions that float round 

His fancy opium fed; or the pale son 

Of science deem an earthly heaven is his. 

In his bright day-dreams 'mongst a world of stars: 

Nor e'en the lover,^ though who would not hang 

Dreaming for ever on the melting words 

And whispered notes of beauty's silver tongue, 

Think that earth's brightest bliss is his; the man 
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That in the fierce excitement of the sea, 
Driven o'er the rough tops of the crested waves^ 
And racing with the foam, beneath the frown 
Of a dark stormy sky, can feel that then 
He drinks a deeper draught of life, inhales 
An air whose breath is inspiration, feels 
As if another life untried before 
Crowded his swelling bosom, or the soul, 
That all enwrapt in the melodious breath 
Of sad sweet music, languidly gleams forth 
Through the crossed lashes of the trembling eye, 
In those strange day-dreams, when a sudden calm 
Comes o'er the soul half weary with its bliss, 
Haf>py, thrice happy, and yet longing still 
For something more all undefined, and most 
For a new self, untrammelled by fatigue, — 
May dream the bliss of him, who in the pride 
Of the close sympathy of his firm soul 
And the strong limbs of his obedient steed, 
Bounds in the fresh breath of the mountain air, 
With all the strength that nature gave the beast, 
And all the mind that God has given the man. 

xvni. 

On through the still hours of the silent night 
That passed unheeded by, now on the earth, 
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And yet e'en there with noiseless foot, anon, 

High in the pure thin air, above the tops 

Of the far gleaming mountains, whose broad flanks 

Slept in the b'ghts and shadows of the moon, 

That strange wild steed pressed on ; no moistened hair 

Marred the sleek brightness of his jetty side, 

No sob of toil shook his deep chest, nor glance 

Uneasy to his rider backward turned. 

Pleaded for tightened rein and rested spur. 

Still on, on, on, the calm round gazing moon 

Sank gradual to the west, the pale blue stars 

Twinkled and faded, while the light of morn 

Crept in long filmy streaks upon the hills. 

And dimly lit the grass all grey with dew; 

And soon the few light clouds that lingered round. 

As at the meeting with an ancient friend 

Stray thoughts of times gone by hang on our souls. 

Too oft, like those frail clouds, to be dispelled 

By the reality of what is now, — 

Began to glimmer in the golden beams. 

XIX. 

Away, away, away, the reeling trees 
Are racing past, and the dark distant form 
Of yon cloud-shadowed hill is growing fast 
Higher and higher 'gainst the hidden sky. 
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Away, away, they skim the mountain's top, 

Yet the fern trembles not; the timid hare 

With mild round eye sits cowering in her form, 

And heeds them not, upon the quaking bog 

No mire-stained footsteps trail their headlong flight. 

Away, away, away, yon tangled dell 

Stays not their course, for from the high thin air 

That stilly floats above its solitude 

They see the streamlet glittering in the sun, 

And its still voiceless music tinkles up 

Dreamily floating on the lazy wind. 

Away, away, away, now far before 

Upon yon sandy plain the yellow dust 

Rises in tawny clouds ; on, on, still on, 

A little nearer, and as teeming hives. 

When the winged crowds of youthful citizens 

Are driven houseless on their world of flowers. 

Still with low hum the basking flower plots. 

A strange stern sound vibrated ceaselessly 

In every pause of the glad laughing wind; 

Yet nearer, yet, and a fierce rustling, mixed 

With clashing as of metal, and wild yells. 

Burst ever and anon upon his ear. 

Then died into that murmur meaningless. 
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XX. 

Away, yet nearer, 'tis the din of war; 

The whizzing of the arrow, the sharp twang 

Of the freed bowstring, the harsh jarring clash 

Of buckler upon buckler, the loud clang 

Of stricken helmet, the clear ringing shrill 

Of parried sword-cut, and the hiss suppressed 

When blades drink blood, the dull dead heavy chop 

Of crushing battle-axe, the unearthly scream 

Of wounded horses, the loud joyous neigh 

Of the proud eager pawing steed, the shout 

Of triumph, and the wild cries of defeat, 

The yells of hatred, and the groans of death 

Load the slow breeze; that stricken by the spell 

Of the fiend Battle, lingers round the fray 

To hide from wondering heaven the rage of earth 

With her own dust; yet through the dingy cloud 

The weapons glitter on them as they pass, 

The tattered banners wave aloft, the air 

Breathes warm and sickening with the steam of gore. 

Away, away, 'tis past, and the wild din 

Dies gradual, as failing one by one. 

The sounds of strife in growing distance blend. 

Once more in that low stifled hum, that floats 

Scarce heard upon the undulating air. 
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XXL 

So on, on, on, from mom till eve they passed 
High o'er the earth, and yet he felt no fear. 
His breast with wild excitement boiled, he rose 
Upon the stirrup, and the loosened rein 
Shaking in the free jaws of the dark steed, 
Shouted in exultation, as he struck 
His armed heel into the quivering flank 
Of the wild horse, who plunging from the stroke, 
Sped like the thunderstorm-cloud lightning-winged: 

xxn. 

Away, away, away, but now the sun 
Is sloping to the west, the moaning wind 
Tells of a stern wild night upon the deep ; 
He felt the meeting breeze of evening strike 
Chilly, and soft, and damp, upon his brow; 
And the fresh sea-smeU of the weed, that strews 
The tide-forsaken beach, came floating up; 
He looked below, the horse had left behind 
The mountains; and the reedy marsh that lay (3) 
Between them and the sea, and far beneath 
Loud whispering the dry sea-rushes waved. 
Pointing as if to guide the hurrying sand 
That eddying swept across the shapeless mounds 
In ceaseless race; and yet he scarce could hear 
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The whispers that the sand and rushes made 
For far below, rolling the wave-worn weed, 
Upon the beach, loud roared the advancing tide-; 
The giant billows bursting into foam, 
Then gentlj spreading, flowing, rippling up 
Upon the shining sand, a lake of fire 
Broad gleaming in the horizontal rajs. 

XXIII. 

The surf is passed, and the alternate sound 
Of the fierce tide breaking upon the beach 
Is lost in the eternal murmuring voice 
Of untamed waves that never saw the strand. 
And leagues- away behind, the fading coast 
Glimmers upon the horizon indistinct 
In dark blue mist. Beneath them chafed and roared 
The heaving tumbling billows, here and there 
Their curled crests bursting into crowns of snow; 
And through the waste of waters, on, right on, 
A tall ship madly ploughed her plunging way. 
And leaning from the whistling blast, flung off" 
The cloven billows from her flashing prow 
In snowy clouds, that ever and anon 
Curling above her lofty side, swept o'er 
Her dripping decks in drenching sheets of spray 
To leeward, where the long dark angry swell 
s 
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Was broken into ripple, every mound 

Of whirling water capped with dimpling foam. 

That as it swept away with bubbling low, 

(Tet strangely clear amid the mingled din 

Of dashing sea and shrilly singing gale), 

Melted again into the deep blue sea, 

Like winter snowflakes falling silently 

Upon the eddies of a cold still stream ; 

All save a long white line that far behind 

Lay reeming on the waves, now rising slow 

Upon the broad back of a swelling wave, 

Then in the deep trough of the hollow sea 

Whirling and writhing, yet continuous ; 

Like the light thin pale vapoury wreaths that streak 

The deep blue concave of the summer sky, 

Changing their outline as the soft warm breeze 

Sweeps o'er the bosom of the sultry air. 

XXIV. 

Far, far, away into the golden west 
The broad bright sun was sinking down, behind 
The heaving dark horizon; the dim clouds 
That waited on his gleaming path were lit 
With saffron, gold, and crimson : purple hills 
Of vapour, mustering in the clear cold north, 
Boiled voluihe upon volume slowly up 
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Into the dark blue sky, their belljing folds 

Kissing the sun's last horizontal rays, 

That gilded the transparent waves, and streamed 

In glory on the white and swelling sails. 

Behind them darker masses^ higher piled, 

And closer huddled, in confusion vast 

And wild sublimity, stretched far away 

To the black lowering east ; where o'er the banks 

Of sullen inky cloud, a wandering mist^ 

White tinged with rosy crimson, floated high 

Through the transparent ether peacefully, 

A banner waving in the fading day 

In promise of the glories of the mom. 

XXV. 

Away, away, away, the noiseless hoofs 
Beat fast the darkening air, the murky waves 
Fade in the growing gloom, the last dim gleams 
Of parting twilight slowly melt away ; 
No ray of comfort from the waking stars 
Glimmers in the blue vault, for the black clouds 
Hold their wild dances in the shrouded heaven. 
Boiling and rolling as they race along 
Before the yet unchafed and voiceless storm. 
So when the heavenly light that shines above 
To gild, aye e'en to soothe, the angry waves 
Of man's too boisterous nature is withdrawn, 
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Like a dim speck wide circling in the clouds, 
Poured from his throbbing throat the thick rich notes 
In gurgling floods of silver-warbling song, 
Then sank in frighted silence, as the horse 
Passed, a cold shade, between him and the dawn. 
Still downward, swift as eagles when they stoop 
From airy flight upon the floating wind ; 
'Tis earth, 'tis earth, he sees afar the trees 
Tremble with quivering leaves in the young light, 
The meadows wide spread in their fllmy veils 
Of morning vapour, and the patient kine 
Half hidden seem to bathe in some still lake 
Their dew-damp limbs. 'Tis earth, aye more 'tis 

home ; 
For see beneath the brow of yon green hill 
The village sleeps in shade, through the thick trees 
White-gleaming calm and motionless, and near 
Upon a grassy knoll, the grey church tower 
Just rises through its yews into the rays 
That tip its timewom battlements with gold. 

XXIX. 

He felt no fear, but now a yearning strange 
To tread once more on earth possessed his soul 
With a fierce longing ; but in vain ; the steed 
Hung motionless, far, far above the vane 
Of that old tower, almost invisible. 
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E'en to his straining eyes, in the warm light 
That seemed to pierce his essence. Minutes crept 
Like lazy hours, blue smoke began to curl 
From each embowered cottage, the glad swain 
Went to his morning toil loud carolling 
Till the wood birds grew envious, and took up 
The strain with bursting throats: the hum of life, 
Real earthly human life, fell on his ear 
Like sweetest music, yet he felt no fear, 
Although the wondrous horse that bore him, seemed 
But some light haze, that hovered indistinct 
Between him and the earth. Hark, yet again 
A sweeter sound, the village maidens go 
With their poised pitchers to the crystal spring; 
With eager eye he bends, while a glad quiver 
Convulses all the demon horse, his eye 
Gleams momentary a malicious joy. 

XXX. 

'Tis she, but all alone, with sad slow step, 
And downcast careless eye, and restless finger 
Toying unconscious with the flower he gave 
That fatal night, when to the mountain tarn 
He went, unmoved by tearful prayers and looks 
More eloquent; and yet it seemed so long 
To his bewildered soul, but half at rest 
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From fierce excitement, that he wondered much 

To see the rosebud jet unwithered. 

'Tis she, but where is the contented smile 

Of quiet happiness, the merry heart 

That needs must sing, the step that scarce could keep 

Its measured cadence? Fool : that couldst not read 

Long since in those bright eyes the truth; and now 

She mourns for thee, scouring the air, fiend borne, 

Without the spell to free thee. 

XXXI. 

Surely love 
Is something holy, for the demon horse 
Quivers and writhes as in immortal pain; 
He blessed her in his heart, the shifting form 
Distorted swam unsteady; from his lips 
Forth burst the pious words, " The God of Heaven 
Bless thee, my Gwendolen." As the lightning's flash 
Glimmers on the dark clouds and vanishes. 
The fiend dissolved to air, with a wild neigh 
And yell almost articulate: he saw 
One moment as he looked above, the atoms 
Transparent, disunited, slowly float 
Upon the morning wind, then down, down, down, 
Headlong he fell, the swift air rushing past 
Roared like a tempest, and his dizzy eyes 
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Swam blazing with bright stars, the quick hot 

thought 
Of death glared like red lightning through his brain^ 
But for one second, and he rests on earth 
Unconscious. 

yyiTTT. 

But his soul entranced sped 
On its wild voyage, faster than winged thoughts 
Pursue our absent friends, faster than light 
Darts from its golden home, and cleaves the paths 
Of unresisting ether, seemed to soar 
The wondrous horse; above the canopy 
Of the blue summer heaven, amid the maze 
Of the swift rolling stars, that gleamed and shone 
£ike worlds of fire against the eternal night 
Of unillumined space, and rushing on 
With solemn and melodious thunder, passed " 
Into the darkness of primeval gloom. 
Breath, breath, he struggles, and draws in great gasps 
Of airless nothingness, his throbbing eyes 
Ache at the blasting atmosphere of light. 
And his parched skin shrinks in the windless glare 
Blazing from myriads of unshrouded suns. 

T 
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Yet my tempest stricken rock, 
Smiling at the lightning's shock 
Heedless of the howling blast, 
My strong rock must fall at last, 
And like chaff by whirlwinds hurled, 
Perish with the expiring world. 



Seek not, mortal, then to hear 

What the hands that placed me here ; 

Look not back to days that be 

Melted to eternity ; 

Look not forth through clouds that hover 

O'er the future but to cover 

Scenes that shrouded brighter shine ; 

Long not for a life like mine. 

Life that almost measures time, 

On the mountain's top sublime, 

"Where my height serves but to show 

More of earth and more of woe. 

Henceforth till doom creation wakes 

Spell nor charm my silence breaks,(7) 

Mortal, mark my latest breath, 

Live to die, spend life for death. 

For though the end of time I see, 

I shall pass away like thee. 



NOTES TO ARTHURSTONE. 



Stanza L Note. 1. 

" Tell me thou dark rock that frownest. " 

Arthurstone is the name of a very remarkable cromlech on 
Cefn Bryn mountain in Gower, a few miles from Swansea. It 
consists of a huge mass of plum-pudding stone, which is the lowest 
bed of the Welsh coal measures. The following is Camden's des- 
cription, which, with the exception of the tale of the Tidal WeU, 
will yet apply. 

^ Th»y are to be seen upon a jutting at the north west of Cefii 
Bryn, the most noted hill in Gower ; their fashion and posture is 
this, There is a vast unwrought stone, probably about 20 tons 
weight, supported by six or seven others that are not above four 
feet high, and these are set in a circle, some on one end, and some 
edgewise or sidelong, to bear the great one up. The great one is 
much diminished of what it has been in bulk, as having five tons 
or more by report, broke off it to make millstones, so that I guess 
the stone originally to have been between twenty-five and thirty 
tons in weight. The common people call it Arthur's Stone; under 
it is a well, which, as the neighbours tell me, has a flux and reflux 
with the sea. " Gibson* a CamdevCs Brittannia. Col, 741. 

"This is *Maen Cetti,' or *Ketti stone,' mentioned in the 
"Welsh Triads, as noticed by the learned Camhuanawc. " 

Roberts' Drmdicai Remains, p, 16. 

Probably the stone of Kdd or Ceridwen. 

One of the Triads enumerates the three great labours of the 
island of Britain. The first was lifting the stone of Cetti ; the 
second, building the work of Emrys ; the third, raising the mount 
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of assembly. These, doubtless allude generally to the building of 
cromlechs, stone circles, and cairns or barrows, and par exceUeneet 
most likely to this identical Maen Cetti, the Dinas Emrys on Snow- 
don, and Silbury Hill in Wiltshire, probably the largest barrow 
in the world. 
The names of several places on Cefn Brjm evidently allude to 

Druidical worship. 

I. Note 2. 

" Tell me what hands thy bulk upraised. " 
On few subjects have antiquarians differed more than on the 
origin and use of cromlechs. They have been considered tombs* 
altars, and dwellings, but it seems probable, that they were in 
reality Druidical or Arkite sanctuaries or cells, incarceration in 
which formed part of the ceremony of initiation into the higher 
mysteries. Many facts in support of this view are adduced by 
Mr. Harcourt. See Doctrine of the Deluge, VoL IL,pp, 435 — 473. 
" The names of many of these monuments bear reference to 
Druidical rites, as Gwal-y-Fikst, which name is borne by two 
cromlechs, one in Pembroke, the other in Glamorganshire ; it 
signifies the ' couch of the greyhound bitch ; ' and another in 
Cardiganshire is called Uech yr Ast, the * flat stone of the bitch. ' 
The greyhound bitch was one of the incarnations or avatars of 
Ceridwen, the British Ceres. Again Llech-y-Gowres in Cardigan- 
shire, * the flat stone of the giantess, ' another of the titles of Ced 
given by Taliesin. Taliesin*8 couch is near to this. Taliesin 
being not only the name of the celebrated bard, but a sort of 
generic name for the head Druids, and even a designation of 
the god Hu. Near the great Anglesea cromlech is TreV Dryw 
* the Druids* town,' and Tre'r Beirdd, *the Bards* town.' In 
Denbighshire is a parish called Cerig-y-Druidion, * the Druids' 
stones, ' from two Kifitfaens or stone chests covered with their 
cromlechs." Davies'sMythdygy of the Druids.pp 394,— 399. passim. 
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In reference to the tale of the greyhound bitch it may be re-. 

marked, that a cromlech in the Walch mountains in the county 

of Kilkenny, is said to have been the kennel of Fin Mac Coil's 

greyhounds. 

I. Note 3. 

" Hu's dread priests. " 

See Note to the " Cwn Annwn. " 

I. Note 4. 
"Odin's choir." 

Odin was the principal Hero-God of the northern nations, to 
whom these erections have sometimes been attributed. 

The Druids have perhaps been accused unjustly of the abom- 
ination of human sacrifices, but there is no room to doubt, that 
this method of propitiating their blood-thirsty deities was often 
resorted to by the Danes. 

II. Note 5. 
" Coverest thou his ashes still? *' 

No purpose has been more frequently attributed to the cromlechs, 
than that of sepulture, and this almost exploded opinion has of late 
found fresh advocates. Mr. Lukis has discovered in the cromlech 
of Du Tus in Guernsey, two himian skeletons in a kneeling posture, 
and supposes that he has thereby proved these structures to be 
sepulchral ; but in this case, as in others, where human remains 
have been found in or near cromlechs, it is probable that the bodies 
have been afterwards deposited there, as in a place of traditional 
sanctity. A feeling of this sort probably induced an old man at 
Cenfig to request that he might be buried at the foot of a huge 
upright stone, near Tyncella, in the parish of Margam, supposed 
to have been the boundary stone of the lordship of Fitzhamon ; 
his children however did not comply with his request, or possibly 
an argument in favour of the sepulchral nature of this ancient 
terminus might have been furnished to some future antiquary. 
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Mr. Davies gives an excellent piece of advice with respect to 
antiquarian theories in generaL 

^ The date of these erections being very remote, and their use 
entirely forgotten, it is not improbable, that, being misled by 
certain resemblances which present themselves to superficial ob- 
servation, we confound two or three kinds of monuments which 
are really distinct, and which were erected for different purposes; 
and that in consequence of that mistake, when we have discovered 
the use of one cromlech, we make erroneous conclusions respecting 
others. Davies*8 Mythology ofikeDr uida. p, 39 1 

m. Note 6. 
" Panted for the spirit meeting. " 
A species of divination is still practised at Arthurstone, by the 
neighbouring rustic maidens, who have little idea that they are 
perpetuating (perverted indeed in its object,) the rites of Druidism 
and the mysteries of Eleusis in their propitiatory ofifering. At 
midnight of the full moon, if a maiden deposit in the sacred well 
beneath, a cake of milk, honey, and barley meaJ, and then on hands 
and knees crawl three times round the cromlech, she will see, if 
"fancy free,*' the vision of. her future lord ; if her affections are 
engaged, the form of the favoured youth will stand before her, 
fearfully bound to answer truly her questious as to his sincerity. 

V. Note 7. - 
" Spell nor charm my silence breaks. " 
It is reported of a large stone near the end of the old canal, but 
on the left of the road from Neath to Brittonferry, that there is a 
charm, not yet discovered, which can compel it to speak, and for 
once to reveal the secret of its history : but that having once 
spoken it wiH be silent for ever. 

JOHN THOMAS, PRINTER, LLANELLT. 
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